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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


UKE of Venice. 
Brabantio, a noble Venetian, 
Gratiano, 4 Brother to Brabantio. 
Lodovico, Kinſman to Brabantio and Gratiano, 
Othello, /e Moor, General for the Venetians 
in Cyprus. 
Caſſio, his Lieutenant-General. 
Iago, Standard-bearer to Othello. 
Rodorigo, a fooliſh Gentleman, in Love with 
Deſdemona. 
Montano, Ihe Moor's Predeceſſor in the Govern- 
ment of Cyprus. 
Clown, Servant to ihe Moor, 
/ teral 4 , 


Deſdemona, Daughter to Brabantio, and Wife 

40 Othello. * i 
Emilia, Wife to Iago. 
Bianca, a Curtezan Miſtreſs to Caſſio. 


Officers, Gentlemen, Meſſengers, Muſicians, 
Sailors, and Attendants, 0 


SCENE for the Firſt Ad in Venice; 
during the reſt of fe Play in Cyprus, 
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ATL SCENE I. 
8 C E. N L. Fenice. 
Enter Rodorigo «nd lago. 
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EVER tell me, I take it very unkindly, 

N That thou, ago, who haſt had my Purſe, 

As if the strings were chine, 

Shouldit know of this, 

Iago. But you'll not hear me. 

If ever I did dream of ſuch a Matter, abhor me. 
Rod. Thou told'ſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy hate, 
1220. Deſpiſe me 

if I do not. Three great ones of the City, 

In perſonal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant, 

Off- Capꝰd to him: And by the Faith of Ilan, 
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I l:now my Price, I am worth no worſe a Place, 

But he, as loving his own Pride and Purpole. 

Fvades them, with a bombaſt Circumſtance, 

Horribiy Nuit with Epithets of War: 

Non-ſuits my fſediators; for certes, inys ke, 

have already cheſe my Oficer. And What was he © 

Forſooth, a great Arithmetician, 

One Michael Caſto, a Florentine, 

A Fellow almoll damn'd in a fair Wife, 

That never ſet a Squadron in the Field, 

Nor the Diviſſon of a Battle knows 

More tnan a Spinſter, but the Bookiſh "Theorick, 

Wherein the toged Couns'jors can propoſe 

As maſterly as he; meer prattle, without practice, 

Is all his Soldierſhip. But he, Sir, had th' Election; 

And I, of whom his Eyes had fecn the proof 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other Grounds 

Chrittian and Heathen, mult be be-lee'd, and calm'd 

By Debitcr, and Creditor. This Counter-caiter, 

He, in good time, muſt his Lieutenant be, 

And J, Sir, bleſs the mark, his Moor-ſhip's Ancient. 
Red. By Heav'n, I rather would havebeen his Ha ingman, 
Iago. But there's no remedy, 'tis the curſe of Service; 

Preferment goes by Letter, and Affection. 

And not by old Gradation, where each fecond 

Stood Heir to th' firſt, Nou, Sir, be Judge your elf, 

Whether I in any juſt term am Aſugn'd 

Jo love the Mecor ? 

Red. I would not follow him tien. 
lago. O, Sir, content you; 

J follow him to ſerve my turn upon him. 

We cannot all be Maſters, nor all Maſters 

Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 

* . 

Many a duteous and knee-crooking Knave, 

That, doting on bis own obſequious Bondage, 

Wears out his time, much like his Maſter's Als, 

For nought but Prov ender, and when he's old, Cailecr's : 

Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves. Others there are 

Who trimm'd in Farms and Viſages of Duty, 

Keep yet their Hearts attending on themſelves ; 


And 
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Moor of VENICE. 
And throwing but ſhows of Service on their Lords, 
Do well thrive by them ; and when they have liv'd their 
Coats, 
Do themſelves Homage. Theſe Fellows have ſame Son!, 
And ſuch a one do I profeſs my ſelf, For, Sir, 
It is as ſure as you are Ro01720, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Ihe: 
In following him, I follow but my k tell. 
Heav'n is my judge, not I, for Love and Dutv, 
But ſceming fo, for my peculiar end, 
For when my outward Action doth demomtrate 
The native AQ and Figure of my Heat 
In Compliment extern, "tis not long after 
But I will wear my Heart upon my Sleeve, 
For Days to peck at; I am not wrac 1 ſeem, 
Red. W nat a full Fortune does che thick lips owe 
If he can carry her thus? 
lags. Call up her Father, 
Rouſe him, make after him, poiſon his Delight. 


5 


Proclaim him in the Streets, incenie her Kin ſmen. 


And tho' he in a fertile Climate dwell, 
Plague him with Flies: Tho' that his Joy be Joy, 
Yet throw ſuch Changes of Vex::ion on't, 
As it may Joſe ſome Colour. 
Rod. Here is her Father's Houſe, III call aloud. 
Iago, Do, with like timorous Accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by Night and Negligence, the Fire 
Is ſpied in Populous Cities. 
Red. What ho! Brabantio! Signior Brabentio ! ho! 
Iago. Awake! what ho! Prabantio ! Thieves, Thieves 
Look to your Houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags: 
Thieves! Thieves ! 
Futer Brabantio ab 
_ Bra, What is the reaſon of this terrible Summons ? 
nat is the Matter there? 
Red. Signior, is all your Family within? 
lago. Are your Doors leck'd ? 
Rad. Why? wherefore ask you this? 
Jago. Sir, you're robb'd ; for ſhame put on your Gown, 


Your Heart is burſt, you have loſt half your Soul, 
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L' en now, e'en very now an old black Ram 
Is 3 Topping; your white Ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 
Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 
Or elſe the Devil will make a Grand ſire of you, 
Ariſe I fay 
Bra. What, have you loſt your Wits ? 
Pod. Moſt Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice ? 
Era. 7 I ; what are you! 
Red. My Name is Ro Au igo 
Bra. The worſe welcome; 
I have charyg'd thee not to haunt about my Dœors: 
In honeit pl: unneſs thou 8 hearel me ay, 
My Daughter is not for th And now in Madneſs, 
Being fufl of Supper, Barf ene hs ughts, 
U pon malicious Bravery, deft thou come 


To itart my cute 5 | 
e Sar, + Sir, Sir * ö 
Pen. But thou mutt needs be fare, 

My Spirit and my place Lave in their Power 0 

To m hs this bitter to thee, Fo 

od Patience, ood Sir. : 
Bra. W hat tell thou me of Robbing ? Thus is Jene <7 

Ny I ouiꝰ is net a Gran ge. | 
123d. ** of brave Brabantic, 7 

In f:mpie and pure Scuol, 1 come to you. T 
lago. Sir, you are on of tlloſe that will not ſerve God, * 

if the Devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do you Service, Fi 

and you think weare Kuffians, you'll have your Daugh- C 

ter cover'd with a Barbary Horle, you'll have your Ne- * 

phews neigh to you, you'll have Courſers for Couſins, 7 

and Gennets for Germans. A 
Bra. What prophane Wretch art thou ? T. 
lag. Jam one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh. ＋ 

ter and the Moor are making the Beaſt with wo Backs. Ve 
Bra. Thou art a Villain. * 
Tapo. Vou are a Senator. (W 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee, Rodorege. Eh 


Red. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But I beſeech you, An 
If 't be your Pleaſure and molt wiſe Conſent, 


As partly I find it is, that your fair Daughter, 


At 
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At this odd Even and dul! Watch c'th' Night, 
Tranſported with no v orſe or better guard, 
But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundaler, 
Jo the groſs claſps of a Jaſcivious Moor: 
If this be krown to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawecy Wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my Manners tel] me, 
We have your wrong Rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the Senſe of all Civility. 
thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter, if you have not given her Icave, 
hy again, hath made a groſs Revolt. 
"tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit and Fortunes 
iv an extravagant and whecling Stranger, 
Of here and every where; ſtraight ſatisfy your ſelf, 
If ſhe be in her Chamber, or your Houie, 
I. et looſe on me the juſtice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder ho! 
Give mea Taper — call up all my People. 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belicf of it oppreſles me already. 
Light, I fay, light! 
Iago. Farewel; for I mult leave you. 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſom to my Place, 
To be produc'd, as if I ſtay, I ſhall, 
Againſt the Moor. For I do know the State, 
However this may gall him with ſome check, 
Cannot with Safety caſt him. For he's embark'd 
With ſuch loud Reafon to the Cyprus Wars, 
Vhich een now ſtand in AR, that for their Souls, 
Another of his fathom, they have none, 
To lead their Buſineſs. In which regar 
Tho' I do hate him as I do Hell's Pains, 
Yet, for neceſſity of preſent Life, 
I muſt ſhew out a Flag, and ſign of Love, 
(Which is indeed but iign,) That you may ſurely find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed Search; 
And there will i be with Vim. So farewel. [ Ext. 
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Euter Brabantio in his Night goxvn, avith Servants and Torches, 
Bra. It is too true an Evil. Gone ſhe is, 
And what's to come of my deſpiſed Time, 
Is nought but bitterneſs. Now, Roawigo, 
Where &id'ft thou ſee her? Oh unhappy Girl! — 
With the Moor, ſay'ſt thou! Who would be a Father? 
How digit thou know 'twas ſhe ? Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought - What ſaid ſhe to you? Get more Tapers— 
Rafe all my Kindred—are they Married, think you? 
Rod. Truly I think they are? 
Bra. Oh Heav'n! how gat the out? 
h "Treaſon of my Blood! 
Fathers, from hence truit not your Daughters Minds 
By what you ſee them act. Are there not Charms, 
By which the property of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Rodorigo, ' 
Of ſome ſuch thing: 


Rod. Yes, Sir 1 have indeed, 4 
Bra. Call up my Brothers; oh would you had had her 
Some one way, fome another — Do you know 


Where me may apprehend her, and the Moor ? 
Red. I think I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At every Houſe JI call, 
may command at mot ; get Weapons, hoa |! 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial Officers of might: 
On, gocd Kodorzgo, I will deſerve your Pains. [ Zæeunt. 


SCENE II. The Srreet. 


Enter Othello, I ago, and | Attendants ith Torches. 
ge. the in the 'I'rade of War I have ſlain Men, 

Yet do I hold it very ſtu? o'th* Conſcience 

To do no contriv'd Murder: I lack Iniquity 

Sometimes to do me Service Nine or ten times 

I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the Rib. 
Oth. Tis better as it is. 
Iago. Nay, but he prated, 

And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking Terms 

Againſt your Honour, that with the little Godlineſs I have, 

I did full hard forbear him, Bur I pray you, Sir, : 

Are 
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Are you faſt Married? Be aſſur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov'd, 
And hath in his effect a Voice potential 
As double as the Duke's : He will divorce you, 
Or pu: upon you, what Reſtraint or Grievance, 
The Law, with all his might to enforce it on, 
Will give him Cable. 

Oth. Let him do his ſpight : 
My Services, which I have done the Signory, 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know, 
Which, when I know that boalting is an Honour, 
I ſhall promulgate. I fetch my Life and Being 
From Men of Royal Siege ; and my Demerits 
May ſpeak, and bonneted, to as proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know Jago, 


But that I love the gentle De/aemona, 


I would not my unhouſed free Condition 
Put into Circumſcription and Confirte, 
For the Scas worth. But look ! what Lights come yond ? 
Enter Caſſio wvith Torches. 
Iago. Thoſe are the raiſed Father, and his Friends: 
You were belt go in. 
Otb. Not I: I muſt be found. 
My Parts, my Title, and my perfect Soul 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they ? 
Jago, By FTanus, I think not. 
0th. The Servants of the Duke, and my Lieutenant: 
The Goodneſs. of the Night upon you, Friends, 
What 1s the News ? 
Ca/. The Duke does greet you, General, 
And he requires your haſte, Poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the Inſtant. 
Oth. What is the matter, think you? 
Ca/. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 
It is a Buſineſs of ſome heat. The Gallies 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 
This very Night, at one anothers Heels: 
And many of the Couns'lors, rais'd and met, 
Are at the Duke's already. You have been hotly call'd for, 
When being not at your Lodging to be found, 


A $ The 
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The Senate ſent about three ſeveral Queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 
Oth. Lis well Jam found by you: 
I will but ſpend a Word here in the Houſe, 
And go with you. [Exit Othello, 
Caſ. Ancient, what makes he here 
 Joge, Faith, he to Night hath hoarded a Land Carrac, 
If it prove lawful Prize, he's made for ever. 
Caſ. ] do not underſtand; ( 
Jago. He's married. 
Caf. To whom ? 
Jago. Marry to 


Come, Captain, will you go? 
Enter Othello. 
O.. Have with you. 
Caf. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you. 
Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and Torches. 
azo. It is Prabantis; General be advis'd, 
He comes to bad Intent. 
Orth, Holla! ſtand there, 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, Thief. [They draxw on both ſides, 
Iugo. You Rogorizo: Come, Sir, I am for you 
th. Kcep up your bright Swords, for the Dew will 
ruſt em. Good Signor, you ſhall more command with 
Yeo rs, than wich your Weapons. 
Bra. Oh thou foul Thief! Where haſt thou ſtow'd mv 
Dꝛoghter ? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her, 
For Ii refer me to all things of Senſe, 
If he in Chains of Magic were not bound, 
Whether a Maid, fo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to Marriage, that ſhe ſhunr'd 
Tie wealthy curl'd Dartings of our Nation, 
Would ever have, t'ncur a general Mock, 
Nun from her Guardage to the ſooty Boſom 
| Of {ach athing as thov, to fear, not to delight? 
. Judge me the World, if "tis not gots in Sente, 
That thou haft practis'd on her with foul Charms, 
Abus'd her delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 


That weakea Notion : Ill have't diputed on, 
Tis 
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Tis probable, and palpable to thinking; 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an Abuſer of the World, a Practicer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of Warrant 
Lay hold upon him, if he do reſiſt 
Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth. Hold your Hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt. 
Were it my Cue to fight, I ſhould have known it 
Without a Prompter. Whither will you that I go 
To anſwer this your Charge ? 

Bra. To Priſon, till fit time 
Of Law, and Courſe of direct Seſſion 
Call thee to anſwer. 

Oth. What if I do obey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisſied, 
Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my ſide, 
Upon {ome preſent Buſineſs of the State, 
To bring me to him. 

. Tis true, moſt worthy Signior, 

The Duke's in Council, and your noble ſelf 
am ſure is ſent for. 

Bra. How! the Duke in council? 
In this time of the Night? bring him away ; 
Mine's not an idle Cauſe. The Duke himſelf, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, ” 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own 
For if ſuch Actions may have Paſſage free, 
Bond- ſlaves and Pageants ſhall our Stateſmen be. [ Ev-unt. 


SCENE III. The Senate Houſe, 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 


Duke. There is no Compoſition in this News, 
That gives them Credit, 
Sen. Indeed, they are diſproportioned ; 
My Letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies, 
Duke, And mine a hundred and forty, 
2 Sen. And mine two hundred; 
But 
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But though they jump not on a juſt Account, 
As in theſe Caſes where the Aim reports, 
*Tis oft with difference, yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to Judgment ; 
I do not ſo tecure me in the Error, 


But the main Article I do approve, 
In fearful Senſe. 


Sailors within.) What hoa! What hoa! What hoa 
Enter Sailor. 

OH. A Meſlenger from the Gallies. 

Dike. Now! — What's the Buſineſs ? 

Sail. The Turzi Preparation makes for Rhodes, 
£9 was I bid report here to the State, 
By Signior Angelo. 

Duke, How ſay you by this Change? 

1 Sen. This cannot be F 
By no aflay of Reaſon, Tis a Pageant 
To keep us in falſe Gaze ; when we conſider, 
THY importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, 
And let our ſelves again but underſtand, 
"Chat as it more concerns the T than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile Queſtion bear it ; i 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike Brace, 
But altogether lacks th' Abilities 
hat Rhodes is dreſs'd in. If we make thought of this, 
Mie muſt not think the Tur is ſo unskilful, * 
To leave that lateſt, which concerns him firſt : 
Neglecting an Attempt of Eaſe and Gain, 
To wake and wage a Danger profitleſs. 

Duke. Nay, in all Confidence he's not for Rhodes. 

Offi. Here is more News. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due Courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin'd them with an aſter Fleet 

i Sen. Ay, ſo J thought; how many; as you guels ? 

AZef. Of thirty Sail; and now they do re- ſtem 
Their backward Courſe, bearing with frank Appearance 
Their Purpoſes toward Cyprus, Signior Montano, 
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Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, 
With his free Duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Dake. Tis certain then for Cyprus : 
Marcus Luccicos, is he not here in Town ? 
Sen. He's now in Florence. 
Dake. Write from us, 
To him, Poſt, Poſt-haſte, diſpatch. 

1 Sen. Here comes Brabantin, and the valiant Moor, 
Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we mult ſtraight employ you, 
Againit the general Enemy Oztoman. 
I did not ſee you; welcome, gentle Signior, [To Bra. 
We lack't your Counſel, and your help to Night. 

Bra. So did I yours ; Good your Grace pardon me, 
Neither my Place, nor ought 1 heard of Buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed; nor doth the general Caro 
Take hold on me. For my particular Griet 
Is of ſo Flood-gate, and o'er-bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts, and ſwallows other Sorrows, 
And yet is ſtill it ſelf 

Duke. Why? what's the matter? 


Bra. My Daughter! oh my Daughter 
Sen. Dead! 


Bra. Ay, to me. 
She is abus'd, ſtollen from me, and corrupted 
By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks ; 
For Nature fo prepoſterouſly to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senſe, 
Sans Witchcraft could not — 
Duke, Whoe'er he be, that in this foul Proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her ſelf, 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 
You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter Letter, 


After your own Senſe; yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. 


Era. Humbly I thank your Grace. 
Here is the Man : this Moor, whom now it ſeems 
Your ſpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 
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Hath hither brought. 

All. We are very ſorry for't. 

Duke. What in you own part can ſay to this ? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is ſo. 

Oth. Moſt potent, grave and reverend Signiors, 
My very noble, and approv'd good Maſters; 
That I have ta'en away this old Man's Daughter, 
It is moſt true, true I have married her; 

he very Head, and Front of my offending, 

ath this Extent; no more. Rude am I in my Speech, 
And little ble{s'd with the ſoft Phraſe of Peace; 
For ſince theſe Arms of mine had ſeven Years Pith, 
Till now, ſome nine Moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareſt Action, in the tented Field; 
And little of this great World can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to Feats of Broils and Battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my Cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for my {elf. Yet, by your gracious Patience, 
1 will a round unvarniſh'd Tale deliver, 
Of my whole courſe of Love. What Drugs, what Charms, 
What Conjuration, and what mighty Magic, 
(For ſuch Proceeding J am charg'd withal,) 
I won his Daughter with. 

Bra. A Maiden, never bold; 
Of Spirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her Motion 
Bluſh'd at it ſelf; and ſhe, in ſpite of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in Love with what ſhe fear'd to look on 
It is a Judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect, 
That will confeſs Affection ſo could err 
Againſt all Rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To nrd out Practices of cunning Hell, 
Why this ſhou!d be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome Mixtures powerful o'er the Blood, 
Or with ſome Dram, conjur'd to this Effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Due. To vouch this, is a Proof, 
What more certain, and more overt Teſt 
Than theſe thin Habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern ſecming, do preſer againſt kim, 
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Sen. But, Othellb, ſpeak, 
Did you, by indirect and forced Courſes, 
Subdue and poiſon this young Maid's Affection, 
Or came it by Requeſt, and ſuch fair Queſtion, 
As Soul to Soul affordeth ? 

Oth. I do beſeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the. Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeak of me before ker Father ; 
It you do find me foul in her Report, 
The Truſt, the Office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. 

Duke. Fetch Deſar mona hither, 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know the Place. 

[Exit Iago. 


And *till ſhe come, as truly as to Heav'n 
I do confeſs the Vices of my Blood, 
So juſt!y to your grave Ears, I'll preſent 
How I did thrive in this fair Lady's Love, 
And ſhe in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. | 

Oth. Her Father lov'd me, oft invited me; 
Still queſtion'd me the Story of my Life, 
From Year to Year; the Battles, Sieges, Fortunes, 
That I have paſt. 
Jran it through, e'en from my boyiſh Days, 
To th' very Moment that he bad me tell it: 
Wherein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous Chances, 
Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field; 
Of hair-breadth Scapes i'th' imminent deadly Breach ; 
Of being taken by the inſolent Foe 
And fold to Slavery; of my Redemption thence, 
And Portance in my Travels Hiftory ; 
Wherein of Antars vaſt, and Deſarts idle, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whoſe Heads touch 
It was my Hint to ſpeak, ſuch was the Proceſs; (Heaven, 
And of the Canihals that each other eat; 
The Anthropephagi ; and Men whoſe Heads 
Do grow beneath their Shoulders. All theſe to hear, 

Would De/demona ſeriouſly incline ; 
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But ſtill the Houſe Affairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy Ear 
Devour up my Diſcourſe : Which, I obſerving, 
'Took once a plaint Hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a Prayer of earneſt Heart, 
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by Parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 
But not diſtinctively: I did conſent ö 
And oſten did beguile her of her Tears, 
When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful Stroke, 
That my Youth ſuffer' d. My Story being done, 
She gave me for my Pains a world of Sighs; 
She ſwore in faith, twas ſtrange, 'twas paſſing ſtrange, 
'T was pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful 
She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard 1t—yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That Heav'n had made her ſuch a Man—ſhe thank'd me, 
And bad me, if 1 had a Friend that lov'd her, 
I ſhould but teach him how to tell my Story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I ſpake, 
She lov'd me for the Dangers I had paſt, 
And I lov'd her, that ihe did pity them. 
il This only 1s the witchcraft ] have us'd. 
Here comes the Lady, let her witneſs it. 
# Enter Neidemona, Iago, ard Atterdunts. ; 
Dake. 1 think this Tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabentio, take up this mangled matter at the beſt. 
len do their broken Weapons rather ule, 
Than their bare Hands. 
Bra. I pray you hear her ſpeak ; 
Tf ſhe conteſs that ſhe was half the Wooer, 
Deſtruction on my Head, it my bad blame 
Light on the Man. Come hither, gentle Miſtreſe, 
i Do you perccive, in all this noble Company, 
i Where moſt you owe Obedience? 
Def. My noble Father, 
0 Ido perccive a divided Duty ; 
| To you I am bound for Life and Education fe 
| My Life and Education both do learn me, te 
| How to reſpect yon. Youare the Lord o1 Duty, 4. 
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I am hitherto your Daughter. But here's my Husband, 
And ſo much Duty as my Mother ſhew'd 
To you, preferring you before her Father 
So much I challenge, that I may profeſs 
Due to the Moor, my Lord. 
Brea. God be with you: I have done. 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State Affairs; 
J had rather to adopt a Child than get it. 
Come hither, Moor. 
] here do give thee that with all my Heart, 
Which, but thou haſt already, with all my Heart, 
I would keep from thee. For your ſake, Jewel, 
Jam glad at Soul, I have no other Child, 
For my cſ{cape would teach me Tyranny 
To hang Clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 

Dake. Let me ſpeak like your ſelf; and lay a Sentence, 
Which, as a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe Lovers. 
When Remedies are paſt, the Griefs are ended 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a Miſchief that is paſt and gone, 
Is the next way to draw new Miſchiet on. 
What cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune takes, 
Patience her Injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the Thief, 
He robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootleſs Grief, 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 
We loſe it not ſo long as we can ſmile ; 
He bears the Sentence well, that nothing bears, 
But the free Comfort which from thence he hears. 
But he bears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 
That to pay Grief, mult of poor Patience borrow. 
Theſe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 
Being ſtrong on both Sides, are equivocal. 
But Words are Words ; I never yet did hear, 
That the bruis'd Heart was pierced through tae Ear. 
I humbly beſeech you proceed to th' Aﬀurs of State. 

Duke, The Turk, with a moſt mighty Preparation, makes 
for Cyprus: Othelhs, the Fortitude of the Place is beſt krown 
to you. And though we have there a Subſtitute of moſt 
allowed ſufficiency ; yet Opinion, a more Sovereign Mi- 
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ſtreſs of Effects, throws a more ſafe Voice on yon; von 
muſt therefore be content to ſlubher the gluls of your 
new Fortunes, with this more flubborn and boifterous Ex- 
Fedition. 
O-. The Tyrant Cuſtom, mol grave « Cenators, 
Hath made the flinty and feel Couch of War 
My thrice-driven Bcd of Down. I do agnize 
A natural and prompt Alacrity, 
I find it hardneſs ; and do undertake 
This preſert War againſt the Ortomite: 
Moſt kumbly theretore bending to your Sta 
] crave fit Diſpoſition for my W. ile, 
Laue Reverence of Place and Exhibition, 
With ſuch accommodation and beiort, 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her Father's. 

Fra. Iwill not have it ſo. 

O:h. Nor l. N 

D:/. Nor would I there refide, 

To put my Father in impatient Thoughts 

By being in his Eye. Moſt gracious Puke, 
To my unfo! ding lend your gracious Far, 

Ard let me find a Character in your Voice 

J aſſiſt my Simpleneſs. 

Dube. What would yon, De/demona ? 

Def. That I d.d love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right Violence, and Storm of Fortunes, * 
May trumpet to the World. My Heart's ſubdu'd 
Even to the very Quality of my Lord; 

I ſaw Othello's Viſage in his Mind, 

And to his Honours and his valiant Parts 

Did I my Soul and Fortunes conſecrate. 

So that, dear Lords, if I be leſt behind 

A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 

The Rites for which I love him are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 

By his dear Abſence. Let me go with him. 

Oth, Your Voices, Loads; ; beſeech you, let her Will 
Have a free way, 

Vouch with me Heay'n, I therefore beg it not 


To 
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To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite ; 

Nor to comply with Heat the young affects 

In my defunct, and proper Satis faction; 

But to be free, and bounteous to her Rlind. 

And Heav'n defend your good Souls, that you think 
[ will your ſerious and great Buſineſs ſcant 

For ſhe is with me No, when light-wing'd Toys 
Of Feather'd Cupid, foil with wanton dulneſs 

My ſpeculative and offic'd Inſtruments, 

That my Diſports corrupt and taint my Buſineſs; 
Let Houſewifes make a Skillet of my Heim, 

Ard all indign and baſe Adverſities, 

Make head againſt my Eſtimation. 

Duke. Pe it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her lay or going; th' Affair cries haſte 3 
And ipeed muſt anſwer it. 

deu. You muſt hence to Night, 

O:h. With all my Heart. 

Duke. At nine i'th' Morning here we'll meet again. 
Ot-ells, leave ſome Officer behind, 

And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you; 
And fuch things elle of Quality and Reſpect 
As doth import you. 
O:5. Pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient; 
A Man he is of Honeſty and Truſt, 
To his Conveyance I aſſign my Wite, 
With what elſe needful your good Grace ſhall think 
To be ſeut after me. 
Dube. Let it de ſo; 
Good Night ſo every one. And noble Signior, 
If virtue no delighted Beauty lack, 
Your Son-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe De/demmne well. 
Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haſt Eyes to fee ; 


She has deceiv'd her Father, and may thee, [ Evite 


Oh. My Life upon her Faith. — Honeit Iago, 
My Deſaemona muſt | leave to thee ; 
I pr'ythee let thy Wife attend on her, 
And bring her after in the beſt Advantage. 
Come Defdemonc:, I have but an Hour 
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Of Love, of bor! latter, aud Direction 

To ixeak Wit nee We mul obey the time. [| Ex tb, 
Rod. Inos 
Jago. ien e tho, nobie Heart ? 
Red. Wha- wWili l to, thivk'it thou? 


fago. Wny, go to bed and ſleep. 

Red. Iwill incontinentiy drown my ſelf. 

Iago. If thou doſt, I ſhail never love thee after. Why, 
thou filly Gentleman! 

Rod. It is ſi lincts to live, when to live is a Torment; 
and then have we a Preſcript.on to die, when death is ou; 
Phyſician. 

{ogo. Oh villanous! T have look'd upon the World for 
four times {even Years, and fince I could diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt a Benefit and an Injury, I never found Man that 
knew hew to live himſelf. Ere I would ſay, I would 
drown my ſelf for the loye of a Guinrez-Hen, 1 would 8 
change my Humanity with a Paboon. 

Rot, What ſhould I do, I confeſs it is my Shame to be 
ſo fond, but it is not in my Virtae to amend it. 

lago. Virtue? a Fig, 'tis in our ſelves that we are thus 
or thus. Our Bedies are our Gardens, to the which our « 
Wills are Gardiners. . So that if we will plant Nettles, or 
ſow Lettice ; fet Ryſſop, and weed up Time; ſupply it 
with one gender of Herbs, or diſtract it with many; ct- 
ther have it ſteril with Idleneſs, or manured with Indu « 
ſtry, why the Power and corrigible Authority of this lies 
in cur Will. If the Beam of our Lives had not one 
Scale of Reaſon to poiſe another of Senſuality, the Blood 
and Baſeneſs of our Natures would conduct us to moſt 
prepoſterous Concluſions. But we have reaſon to cool 
our raging Motions, our carnal Stings, our unbitted Lults ; 


99 
whereof 1 take this, that you call Love, to be a Sect, or 


Syen. 
Rod. It cannot be. 

Lago. It is merely a Luſt of the Blood, and a Permiſſion 
of the Will. Come, be a Man: Drown thy ſelf? drown 
Cats and blind Puppies. I have profeſt me thy Friend, 
and I confeſs me knit to thy Deſerving, with Cables of 
perdurable toughneſs. I could never better ſteed thee than 

now 
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now. Put Mony in thy Purſe ; follow thou theſe Wars, 
defeat thy Favour wich an uſurped Beard; I fay, put 
Mony mn thy Purſe. It cannot be that De/dermma ſhould 
long continue her Love to the Moor. Put Nony in 
thy Purie nor he is to her. It was a vier Com- 
mencement in her, and thou ſhalt fee an an- werable Se- 
queſtratien, but put Mony in thy Purſe. Theta Moors are 
changeable in their Wills; fiil thy Purſe with Money. The 
Food that to him, now, is a luicious as Locuſts, ſhall to 
him ſhortly be as bitter as Coloquintida. She mult change 
for Youth ; when ſhe is fated with his Body, he will 
find the Errors of her Choice. Therefore put Mony in 
thy Purſe. If thou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a 
more delicate way than drowning. Make all the Mony 
thou canſt. If Sanctimony and a frail Vow betwixt an 
errivg Barbarian and ſuper- ſubtle Venetian be not too hard 
for my Wits, and all the Tribe of Hell, thou ſhalt enjoy 
her; therefore make Mony. A pox of drowning thy 
ſelf, it is clean out of che way. Seek tho! rather to be 
hang'd in compatling thy Joy, than be drovn'd, and go 
without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be faſt to my Hopes, if I depend on 
the Iſſue? 

Iago. Thou art ſure of me: Go make Mony. I have 
told thee often, and I re-tel] thee again and again, I hate the 
Moor. My Cauſe is hearted ; thine hath no leſs reaſon. 
Let us be conjunctive in our Revenge ag inſt kim, If thou 
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canſt cuc cold him, thou doit thy ſelt a Pleaſure, and mea 


Sport. Tnere are many Events in the Womb of 'T'ime, 
which will be delivered. Traverſe, go, provide thy lo- 
ny. We will have more of this to Morrow. Adicu. 

Red. Where ſhall we meet i'th' morning ? 

lago. At my Lodging. 

Rod. Til be with thee betimes. 

Iago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rotorizo / 

Rod. PI fell all my Land. 

{2go. Thus do I ever make my Fool my Purſe; 
For I mine own gain'd Knowledge ſhould profane, 
If I ſhould Time expend with ſuch a Snipe, 

But for my Sport and Profit ; I hate the Moor, 


[ Ext, 


And 
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And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my Sheets 

He has done my Office. I know not it 't be true———— 
But I, for meer Suſpicion in that kind, 
Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well 
The better ſhall my Purpoſe work on him; 
Caſſib's a proper Man: Let me ſee now, 

To get this place, and to plume up my Will 
In double Knavery——How ? how ? —- Let's ſee—— 
Aſter ſome time, to abuſe Ot hellö's Ear, 

That he is too familiar with his Wife 
He hath a Perſon, and a ſmooth Diſpoſe 

To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make Women falſe. 

The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 

That thinks Men honeſt, that but ſeem to be fo, 

And will as tenderiy be led by th' Noſe 

As Alles are; 

I hav't it is ingendred Hell and Ni ght 

Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth to the World's light. ¶ Exzr, 


ACT . SCENE I. 
SCENE Tye Capital City of Cyprus, 


Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 


Mani. HAT, from the Cape, can you diſcern at Sea? 
W 1 Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought 
Flood; 
I cannot 'twixt the Heavens and the Main 
Deſcry a Sail. 
Mort. Methinks the Wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne'er ſhot our Battlements ; 
If it hath ruffian'd ſo upon the Sea, 
What Ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties ? What ſhall we hear of this? 
2 Gent, A Segreg2tion of the Turkiſh Fleet; 
For do but ftind upon the foaming Shore, 
1he chiding Eillows ſeem to pelt the Clouds, 


vit. 


The 


For I have ſerv'd him, and the Man commands 
Like a full ſoldier. Let's to the Sea-ſide, 
As well to fee the Veſſel that comes in, 

As to throw out our Eyes for brave Othello, 
Even 'till we make the R lain and th' Erial blue, 
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The wind-ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous Main, 
Scems to caſt Water on the burning Bear, 

And quench the Geards of th' ever fixed Pole; 

I never did like moleſtation view 

On the enchaied Flood. 

Mont. If that the Turkiſh Fleet 
Be not inſhelter'd and embay'd, they are drown'd : 

It is impoſſible to bear it out. 
Enter a third Gentleman. 

2 Gent, News, Lads; our Wars are done : 

The deſperate Tempeſt hath fo bang'd the Turks, 
That their deſignment halts. A noble Ship of Venice 
Hath ſeen a grievous Wreck and Suferance 

On moſt part of the Fleet. 

Mont. How is this true? [Caſſis. 

3 Gent, The Ship is here put in; a Veroneſſo, Michael 
Lieutenant of the Warlike Moor, Othelh, 

Is come on Shore; the Moor himſelf's at Sea, 
And 1s in full Commiſſion here for Cyprus 

Mont. I am glad on't ; tis a worthy Governor. 

3 Gent, But this ſame Cafes, though he ſpeak of Comfort, 
Touching the Turk; Loſs, yet he looks ſadly, 
And prays the Moor be ſaſe; for they were parted 
With foul and violent Tempeſt. 

Ant. Pray Heav'ns he be: 


An indiſtinct Regard. 
Gent. Come, Ter s do fo; 


* 


For every Minute is expectancy 
Of more Arrivance. 


Enter Caſho. 


4 Caſ. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike Iſle, 
That fo approve the Moor : Oh let the Heay'ns 


Give him Defence againit the Elements, 
'F I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea, 


Au. Is he well ſhipp'd ? 
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Caf. His Bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his Pilot * 


Ot very expert and approv'd Allowance ; 
Therefore my Hopes, not ſurfeited to Death, 
Stand in bold Cure. 
Within.) A Sail, a Sail, a Sail. 
Ca/. What Noiſe ? 
Gent. The "Town is empty; on the Brow o'th' Sea 
Stand Ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail. 
Ca/. My Hopes do ſhape him for the Governor. 
Gent. 'They do diſcharge their Shot of Courteſy, 
Our Friends at leaſt. 
Ca/. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who 'tis that is arrived. 
Gent. I ſhall. [ Ex, 
Mont. But, good Lieutenant, is your General wiv'd ? 
Ca/. Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a Maid 
That Paragons Deſcription, and wild Fame: 
One that excels the Quirks of blazoning Pens, * 
And in th' eſſential Veſture of Creation, 
Does bear all Excellency 
Enter Gentleman. 
How now ? who has put in:? 
Gent. *Tis one Jago, Ancient to the General. my 
Ca. Was had moſt favourable and happy Speed; [ 
Tempeſts themſelves, high Seas, and hon ling Winds, 
Ihe gutter'd Rocks, and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enſteep'd, to clog the guiltleſs Keel, as 
As having Senie of Beauty, do omit 8 
Their mortal Natures, letting ſafe go by | 
Il he Divine De/demena. 
Mont. What is ſhe ? ; 
Ca/. She that I ſpake of, our great Captain's Captain 
Left in the conduct of the bold Jag, F 
Whole Footing here anticipates our Thoughts, : 
A Sennight's Speed. Great Fowve, Othello guard! ; 
And ſwell his Sail with thine own powerful Breath, 'F 
hat he may bleſs this Bay with his tall SE'p, | | 
Make loves quick pants in Deſdemona's Arms, 
Give renew'd Fire to our extinguiſh'd Spirits, 


And bring all Cyprus comfort 


Tos 
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, Enter Deſdemona, Iago, Rodorigo, and Emilia. 
Oh behold ! 
The Riches of the Ship is come on Shore: 
You Men of Cyprus, let her have your Knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady ! and the Grace of Heav'n, 
Before, behind thee, and on every Hand 
Enwheel thee round. 
D-/. I thank you, valiant Ce, 
What Tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 
Caf. He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here, 
De/. Oh but I fear -— how loſt you Company? 
Caſ The great Contention of the Sea and Skies. 
xt. Parted our Fellowſhip. But hark, a Sail! 
? Within.) A Sail, a Sail. 
Gent. "I hey give this greeting to this Citadel : 
This likewiſe is a Friend. 
« Ca/. See forthe News: 
Good Ancient, you arewelcome. Welcome, Miſtreſs, 


[ 70 Emilia. 


Let it not gall your Patience, good Jago, 
That I extend my Manners, Tis my Breeding 
That gives me this bold Shew of Courteſy. 
5 {ago. Sir, would ſhe give you fo much of her Lips, 
As of her Tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 
> You would have enough. 
4 De/. Alas ! ſhe has no Speech. e 
I Iago. In faith, too much; | 
I find it ſtill, when J have liſt to ſleep ; 
Marry before your Ladyſhip, I grant, 
; She puts her 'Tonguea little in her Heart, 
tam And chides with thinking. 
Amil. You have little cauſe to ſay fo. Doors, 
; {ags. Ceme on, come on; you are Pictures out of 
Hells in your Parlors, Wild-Cats in your Kitchins, 
1 | Saints in your Injuries, Devils being offended, 
Players in your Huſwifery, and Huſwives in your Beds. 
De/. Oh, fy upon thee, Slanderer. 
[aev. Nay, it is true; or elſe I am a 7%, 
8 Youriſeto play, and go to Bed to work, 
Enter e 
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2 cog You ſhall not write my Praiſe. 
Is. No, let me not. me ? 
D: 7; W hat wouldſt write of me, if thou ſhouldſt praiſe 
Jago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to't, 

For | am nothing, if not critical. 
De. Come on, Aflay. There's one gone to the Har- 


bour 
Jago. Ay, Madam. 
Deſ. I am not merry; but I do beguile 


The thing Jam, by ſeeming otherwiſe ; 
Come, how wouldit thou praiſe me ? 
Jago. I am about it, but indeed my Invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, it plucks 
our Brains and all. But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhe 
is delivered. 
be be fair and wiſe, Fairneſs and Wit, 
The one's for uſe, the aha uſe th it. 
De/. Well prais'd; how if ſhe be black and witty ? ' 
lago. 1F /be be black, ard thereto have a Wit, 
She F. ind a White that ſhall her Blackneſs fit. 
Def Worſe and worſe. 
Anil, How if fair and fooliſh ? 


Iago. She never yet avas fog ſh that was fair, 


Fin even ber Folly neipt her to an Heir. 


De/. Theſe are old fond [ aradoxes, to make Fools 
laugh | tht Alehouſe. What miſerable Praiſe haſt thou 
for ner that's foul and foolifn ? 


Iago. Theres none ſo ford and feelifh thereunto 
But does fu Pranks, which fair and iſe ones do. 

Def. Oh heavy Ignorance! thou praiſeſt the worſt 
beſt. But what Praile couldſt thou beſtow on a de- 
ſerving Woman indeed? One, that in the Authority of 
her Vierit, did jultly put on the vouch of very Malice 
it ſelf. 


Iago. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had ſougue at will, aud yet went never loud. 
Newer lackt Gold, and yet wwas never gay. 
Ficd from ner I! 75, and ytt ſaid, Now I may; 
She 
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Sbe that being anger d, her Revenge being nigh, 


Bad her Wrong Hay, and her Diſpleaſure e fly, 
She that in Wiſdom never was fo frat 
To change the Cod's Head for the Salman's Tail; 
She that could think, and ner diſcloſe her Mind, 
See Suitors following, and not look behind ; 
She avas a Wight, (if ever ſucb Wight were.) 
Def. Todo what 5 
Jago. To luckle Fils, and chroxicle ſinall Beer. 
De Oh moſt lame and impotent Concluſion. Do 
not learn of him, Æmilia, tho' he be thy Husband. 
How tay you, Ca/o, is he not a moſt profane and liberal 


| Counſellor ? 


Caf. He ſpeaks home, Madam, you may reliſh him 
more in the Soldier, than in the Scholar, 
lago. [ Afide.] He takes her by the Palm; ay, well 
ſaid—whiſper — With as little a Web as this will J in- 
nare as great a Fly as Caſſia. Ay, {mile upon her, do 
will give thee in thine own Courtſhip. You fay true, 


tis ſo indeed? ſuch Tricks as theſe firip you out of 


your Lieutenancy, it had been better you had not Kiis'd 
* three Fingers ſo oft, which now again you are 
hoſt apt to play the Sir in. Very good --— well kifs'd 


and excellent Curteſy 'tis fo indeed — Yct again 
=——— your Fingers to your Lips? Would they were 
1 for your ſake. (Trumpet, 


A” Moor; I know his Trumpet. 

Caf. Tis truly fo. 

* De/. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Caf. Lo, where he comes! 

g Enter Othello, and Attendants, 

Orth. O my fair Warrior! 

De. Hy dear Othello. 

O. It gives me wonder, great as my Content, 

ſce you here before me. O my Soul's Joy! 

If after every Tempeſt come ſuch Calms, 
May the Winds blow, *cill they have waken'd Death : 
And let the labouring Bark climb Hills of Seas 
Olympus high; and duck again as low 
1 from Heav'n. If I were now to die, 
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"Twere now to be moſt happy; for I fear 
My Soul hath her Content ſo abſolute, 
That not another Comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 
Deſ. The Heav'n's forbid, 
But that our Loves and Comforts ſhould increaſe, 
E'en as our Days do grow. 
Orth. Amen to that, ſweet Powers! 
J cannot ſpeak enough of this Content, 
It ſtops me here: It is too much of Joy, 
And this, and this, the greateſt Diſcords be [Ming ber. 
That cer our Hearts ſhail make. 
Jago. Oh you are well tun'd now; but I'll ſet down the 
Pegs that make this Muſick, as honeſt asI am. [ Afide. 
Orth. Come, let's to the Caſtle. [drown'd. 
Now, Friends, our Wars are done; the Turks are 
How does my old Acquaintance in this Iſle ? 
Honey, you ſhall be well deſir'd in Cyprus, 
T have found great Love amongſtthem. O my Sweet, 
I prattle out of Faſhion, and ] Cote 
In mine own Comforts. I prithee, good Jago, 
Go to the Bay, and diſembark my Coffers: 
Bring thou the Maſter to the Citadel, 
He is a good One, and his Worthineſs 
Does challenge much reſpect. Come, De/demora, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 


[ Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona. 


Iago. Do you meet me preſently at the Harbour. Come 
thither, if thou be'ſt valiant ; as they ſay, baſe Men, be- 
ing in Love, have then a Nobility in their Natures, more 
than is Native to them liſt me; the Lieutenant to 
Night watches on the Court Guard. Firſt, I mult tel! 
thee this: De/demona is directly in Love with him. 

Rod. With him? why 'tis not poſſible. 

lags. Lay thy Fingers thus; and let thy Soul be in- 
ſtructed. Mark me with what Violence ſhe lov'd the 
Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantaſtical Lies. 
To love him ſtill for prating, let not thy diſcreet Heart 


think it. Her Eye muſt be fed. And what Delight ſhal! 
te 
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ſne have to look on the Devil? When the Blood is made 
dull with the Act of Sport, there ſhould be a game to 
in flame it, and to give ſatiety a freſh Appetite; Lovelineſs 
in favour, Sympathy in Years, Manners and Beauties; 
All which the Moor is defective in. Now for want of 
theſe requir'd Conveniencies, her delicate tenderneſs will 
find it ſelf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, diireliſh and 
abhor the Moor; very Nature will inſtruct her in it, 
and compel her to ſome ſecond choice. Now, Sir, this 
granted, (as it is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd Poſition) 


er. who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree of this Fortune, as 

. Caffio does ? a Nnave very voluble; no further Conſcio- 
the nable, than in putting on the meer form of Civil and Hu- 
de, man ſeeming, for the better compaſiing of his Salt, and 
vd. moſt hidden loofe Affection? Why none, why none. A 
are flippery and ſubtle Knave, a finder of Occaſions; that has 


an eye can ſtamp and counterſeit Advantages, though true 
Advantage never preſent it ſelf, A Devijiſh Knave ! be- 
| tides, the Knave is handſome, young, and hath all thoſe 
Requiſites in him, that Folly and green Minds look after. 
A peitilent complete Knave ! and the Woman hath found 
bim already, 
F KRed. I cannot believe that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
| bleſs'd Condition. 
Lago. Bleſs'd Figs end. The Wine ſhe drinks is made 
15 Grapes. If ſhe had been blefs'd, ſhe would never have 
ona. lov'd the Moor ! Bleſs'd Pudding. Didit thou not fee her 
ome 2 paddle with the palm of his Hand? Didit not mark that? 
, be- Ned. Yes, that I did; but that was but Courtely. 
nore lago. Lechery, by this Hand; An Index and ob- 
at to cure Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt and foul Thoughts. 
tell Yew: met fo near with their Lips, that their Breaths 


emdraced together. Villanous Thoughts, Rodarigo, when 
Itheſe Mutualities ſo marſhal the way, hard at hand 
in- ſcomes the Maſter, and main Exercile, th* incorpo- 
| the pate Concluſion : Piſh ———- But, Sir, be you rul'd 
Lies. Wy me. I have brought you from Venice. Watch you 
leart Mo Night; for the Command Il} lay't upon you. 
ſhal! (4% knows you not; I'll not be far from you. Do 
the Fou lind ſome Occaſion to anger Ce, either by ſpeak- 


3 wy 


— — 
— — — — 


— = 
2 — — — 


—— ů— — — — 
mY — 


30 OTHELLo, the 


ing too loud, or tainting his diſcipline, or from what e 
ther courſe you pleaſe, which the time ſhall more favour. 
ably miniſter. 

Rod. Well. 

Iago. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſudden in Choler : Ang 
happily may ſtrike at you. Provoke him that he may 
for even out of that will I cauſe thofe of Cyprus to mutinr 

Whoſe Qualification ſhall come into no true Taſte again, 
but by diiplanting of Caffo, So ſhall you have a ſorter 
journey to your Delires, by the means I ſhall then have 
to prefer them. And the Impediments moſt profitably 
removed, without the which there were no expectation of 

our Proiperity. 

Rod. Iwill de this, if you can bring it to any Oppor- 
tun:ty, 

[zgo. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the Cita- 
del. I muit fetch his Neceſiaries aſhore, Farewel. 

Red. Adien. [Exit. 

Iags. That Caffe loves her, I do well believe't : 

I + ho at the loves him, *ris apt, and of great Credit. 

he Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, 
I: of a conſtant, loving, noble Nature, 
And I] dire think, he'!1 prove to Deſdemona 
A moſt dear Husband. Now I do love her too, 
Not out of abſolute Luſt, though peradventure 
I !tand accountant for as great a Sin, 
But partly led tos diet my Revenge, 
For that I do ſuſpect the luſty Moor 
Ruth lcapt into my Seat. The Thoughts whereof, 
Doth, like a pois'ncus Mineral, gnaw my Inwards ; 
Aro bothlir ges n, or ſhail content my Soul 
Till I ameven'd with him, Wife for Wiſe : 
Or failing ſo, yet that 1 pat the Moor, 
At leaſt into a Jealouſy ſo ſtrong, 
That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 
I this poor Traſh of V mice, whom I trace 
nor his quick huntirg, ſtand the putting on, 
I'll have our Michael Cg. zo on the hip. 
Abuſe him to the Moor in the right garb, 
For J fear Caſſio with my Night- cap too, 
Make 
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0 Male the Micor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
dur. For making him egregiouſly an Afs, 


And practiting upon his Peace and Quiet, 
7 by 1s bb 1 4 
iven to madneſs. "I's here — but yet confus'd, 


ind Knaveries plain Face is never fcen till us'd [ Exit, 
ex -3 Enter Herald, with a Proclamation. 
ny Her. Tt is Othellys pleaſure, our Noble and Vailant Ge- 
pa; neral ; that upon certain "Tidings now ariiv's, importing 
Fe the merePerdition of the Turk Fleet, every Man put him- 
Ave {elf into Triumph. Some to dance, {ome to make Bone- 
ibly fires, each Man to what Sport and Revels his mind 
n of leads him. For beſides this beneficial News, it is the Ce- 
lebration of his Nuptials. So much was his pleaſure fhould 
Per: be proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is full 


liberty of Feaſting, from this preſent hour of Five, till 
+ the Bell have toll'd eleven. 
© Bleſs the Ifle of Cyprus, and our noble General Othellb. 
« Xif. [ Exit. 
Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Caſſio, and. Attendants. 
Oth. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to night. 
Let's teach our ſelves that honourable ſtop, 
Not to out- ſport Diſcretion. 
* Caf. Jags hath direction what to do: 
But notwithſtanding with my perſonal Eye 
Will I look to't. 
4 Oth. ago is moſt honeſt : 
Michael, good Night. To morrow with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpcech with you. Come, my dear Love, 
The Curchaſe made, the Fruits are to enſue, 
That Profit's yet to come "tween me and you. 
Good Night. | [Exit. 
| Enter Tago. 

Caſ. Welcome, Jago We muſt to the Watch, 

Iago. Not this hour, Lieutenant: Tis not yet ten of 
th' Clock. Our General caſt us thus early for the love 
of his Deſlemona: Whom let us not therefore blame; 
he hath not yet made wanton the Night with her: And 
ſhe is ſport for Fove. 

Ca. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady. 
* AJage. And I'll warrant her full of Game, 
Make B 4 Caf 
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Ca/. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate Creature. 
Iago. What an Eye ſhe has? 
Methinks it ſounds a Parley to Provocation. 
Caſ. An inviting Eye; 
And yet methinks right modeſt, 
lago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, 
Is it not an Alarum to Love ? 

Caf. She is indeed Perfection. 

Tago, Well, Happineſs to their Sheets: Come, Lieu- 
tenant, I have a ſtoop of Wine, and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would fain have a meaſure 
to the Health of Uck Othello. 

Ca/. Not to night, good Jago IJ have very poor 
and unhappy Brains for drinking. I could well wiſh Cour- 
teſy would invent {cme other cuſtom of Entertainment. 

Iago. Oh, they are our Friends: But one Cup I'll 
drink for you. f 

Caf. I have drunk but one Cup to night, and that was 
craitily qualified too: And behold what Innovation it 
makes here. I am unfortunate in the Infirmity, and 
dare not task my weakneſs with any more. 

1azo. What, Man? 'tis a Night of Revels, the Gal 
lants deſire it. 

Caſ. Where are they? | 

Iago. Here at the Door; I pray you call them in. 

Ca/. I'll do't, but it diſlikes me. [Exit Caſlio. 

Jago. If ] can faſten but one Cup upon him, 

With that which he hath drunk to night already, 
He'll be as full of Quarrel, and Offence, 

As my young Miſtreſs's Dog. 

Now, my ſick Fool, R:#r2p0, 

Whom Love hath tur“ :1moſt the wrong fide out. 
To Deſdemona hath to Night carous'd, 

Potat ions, pottle deep; and he's to watch, 

Three lads of Cyprus, noble ſwelling Spirits, 

That hold their Honours in a wary diſtance, 

The very Elements of this Warlke Iſle, 

Have I to night fluſtred with flowing Cups, 

And they watch too. Now 'mongſt this flock of Drunkards, 


Am I to put our Caſſio in ſome Action 
T bat 
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That may offend the Iſle. But here they come, 
Enter Caſſio, Nontano, ard Gentlemen. 
If Conſequence doth but approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails freely, both with Wind and Stream. 
Caf. *Fore Heav'n, they have given me a rouſe already, 
Men. Good faith, a little one; Not paſt a Pint, as [ 
am Soldier. 


Cob 
WIS 


= Iago. Some Wine, ho! Ia go /irgs, 
2 And let me the Canakin clink, clinł, 
re And let me the Canakin cliuł, 
A Soldier's a Man; Oh Man's Life's but a Span, 

or Why then let a Soldier diink. 
ab Some Wine, Boys. 
Ca/. *Fore Heav'n, an excellent Sor g. 
1 Iago. I learn'd it in England : Where indeed they are 

gi moſt potent in Potting. Your Dane, your German, and 
as \ your ſwag- bellied Fllander——— drink ho are 
4 nothing to your Engli. 
n : 


| Caf. Is your Engli/hman ſo exquiſite in his drinking? 
Iuago. Why, he Arinks you, with facility, your Dane 
al. dead Drunk. He fweats not to overthrow your A. 
g main, He gives your Hollander a Vomit, ere the next 
pottle can be fill'd. 
Ca/. To the Health of our General. 


no. Hon. J am for it, Lieutenant: And I'll do vou luſtice. 
lago. Oh ſweet England. N 
King Stephen was and-a wor thy Peer 
His Breeche: coſt him but a C GH, 
: He Kel them Sixpence all toe dear, 
1 With that he call" the. 74947 Lean 
4 He was a Wight of hich Rensaun, 
9 And thou art but of” lar deoree 7 
4 "Tis Pride that pulls the Cor: try deter, 
4 And lade thy , ble avout the, 
| de me Wine ho. 
rds, [Ca. Why this is a more exquiſite Seng than the 
di ker. 
| bat  Jago, Will you heart again! 
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Caf. No, for I hold him to be unworthy of his Place, 
that does thoſe things. Well Heaven's above 
all; and there be Souls that muſt be ſaved, and there be 
Souls mult not be ſaved. 

Ingo. It's true, good Lieutenant. 

Caſ. For mine own part, no Offence to the Gene- 
ral, nor any Man of Quality ; I hope to be ſaved. 

Tape. And ſo do I too, Leutenant. 

Caf. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me. The Lieu- 
tenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Let's have no 
more of this; let's to our Affairs. Forgive our Sins 
Gentlemen, let's look to our Buſineſs. Do not think, Gen- 
tlemen, Iam drunk: This is my Antient, this is my right 
Hand, and this is my left. I am not drunk now; I can 
tand well enough, and I ſpeak well enough. 

Gent. Excellent well. 8 

Caſ. Why, very well then: Vou muſt not think then 
that I am drunk. [ Exit, 

Man. To the Platform, Maſters, come, let's ſce the 

Watch. 5 

Jago. You ice this Fellow that is gone before, 

He is a Soldier, fit to ſtand by Cæſar, | 4 
6 
' 


And give Direction. And do but ſee kis Vice, 
„Tis to his Virtues & jalt Equinox, 
The one as long as th' other. Iis pity of him 
fear the Truſt Othello puts kim 1 in, 
On ſome odd time of his Infirmity, 
Will ſhake this ifiard. 

Man. But is he often thus? 

Figo. I is ev ermore his Prolcgae to his Slee 
He'il watch the Heroicgue a double Set, 
It Drink rcck nct his Cradle, 

Mon. It were weil 
The General were put in mind of it : 
Perhapes be fees it not; or his good- nature 
Prizes tre Virtue that appears in Cafo, 
And looks not on his EvLs; Is not this true? 

Enter Rodorigo. 

Ingo. How now, Rederzes / 

I pray you, after the Lieutenant, go. [Exit Nad. 
dont. | 
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Mon. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard ſuch a Place as his own Second, 
With one of an ingraft Infirmity ; 
It were an honeſt Action, to ſay io 
To the Moor. 
Iago. Not I, for this fair Ifland 
I do love Caſſio well, and would do mack ? 
To cure him of this Evil. But hark, what Noiſe? | 


V 


U- 2 nter Ca {to Pts” 2 wmmg Rodorigo. 

15 Caf. You Rogue; you Raſcal —— 

135 Mon: What's the een Lieutenant? 

n- Caſ. A Knave teach me my Duty ? I'll beat the 
Re | Knave into a 'I'wiggen Bottle. 


Rod. Beat me 
; Ca/. Doſt thou prate, Rogue? 
Mon. Nay, good Lieutenanant Staying him, 
hen 1 pray you, Sir, hold your Hand. . 


Kik. 4 Caf. Let me go, Sir, or I'li know you o'er the Mazzard. 
the 4 Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 
Ca. Drunk? — | [They fight. 
lago. Away | fay, go out and cry a Mutiny. 
4 Exit Rodorigo. 
4 Nay, good . Gentlemen 
Help ho Lieutenant — Sir Meutano 


Flelp Maiters ! Here's a goodly Watch indeed 
* Who's that which rings the Pell Diablo, ho ! 


[ Bet! FIN9S, 


—— 


The Town will. Fy, fv, Lieutenant! hold: 
You will be fham'd for ever. 
Euter Othello, and Attcridants, 
O:h, What is the matter ke re ? 
Aon. T bleed Rill, I am hurt, but not to th' Death. 
E Othb. Hold, for your Lives. 
1 Lago. Hold ho! Lieutenant — Sir —Mantans — Gentle. 
1 lave you forgot all place of ſenſe and Duty? [man. 
of L lold, The General ſpeal:s to you hold for ſhame--——-- 
2 Och. Why how now ho ? from whence arifeth this 2 
3 ire we turn'd Tur+s ? and to our ſelves do that 
MY hich Heav'n hath forbid the O:tomites ? 


64. =. 
ir or Chriſtian Shame, put by this barparous Brawl; 
g F 
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He that firs next to carve for his own Rage, 

+olds his Soul right: He dies upon his Motion. 

Silence that dreadtul Bell, it frights the Iſle 

From her propriety. What is the matter, Maſters ? 

Fionelt Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 

S5eak 3 Who began this? On thy Love I charge thee. 
1:79. I do not know; Friends all, but now, even now 

In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 

Diveſting them for Bed; and then, but now 

As if ſome Planet had unwitted Men, 

Sword out, and tilting one at other's Breaſts, 

In Oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeak 

Any begirning to this peeviſh Odds. 

And would in Action glorious, I had loſt 

Thoſe Legs that brought me to a part of it. 


Oth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 


Caſ. I pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 

O:h. Worthy Mecntano, you were wont to be civil: 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your Youth _ 
The World hath noted. And your Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your Reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich Opinion, for the Name 
Of a Night-brawler ? give me anſwer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, J am hurt to Danger; 
Your Officer, Jago, can inform you, 


While J {pare Speech, which ſomething now offends me. 


Of all that I do know, nor know I ought 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this Night, 
Unleſs Self-Charity be ſometimes a Vice, 
And to defend our ſelves it be a Sin, 
Wien Violence aſſails us. 

Orth. Now, by Heav'n, 
My Blood begins my ſafer Guides to rule, 
And Paſſion, having my beſt Judgement choler's, 
Aﬀays to lead the way. If I once ſir, 
Or do but lift this Arm, the beſt of you 
Shall fink in my Rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began? who fet it on? 
Aud he that is approv'd in this Offence, 
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Tho' he had twinn'd with me, both ata Birth, 
Shall loſe me. What, ina Town of War, 
Yet wild, the People's Hearts brim-ful of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtick Quarrel ? 
In Night, and on the Court of Guard and Safety ? 
"Tis monſtrous. Jago, who began't ? 

Mon. If partially affin'd, or league in Office, 
Thou doſt deliver more or lets than Truth, 
Thou art no Soldier. 

lags, Touch me not fo near: 
I had rather have this Tongue cut from my mouth; 
Than it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio: 
Yet I perſwade my ſelf, to ſpeak fo the Truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, Genera] : 
Monuano and my ſelf being in Speech, 
There comes a Feilow, crying out for help, 
And Caſſio following him with determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon him. Sir, this Gentleman 
Steps in to Caſſio, and intreats his paule ; 
My ſelf the crying Fellow did purſue ; 
Leſt by his Clamour, as it ſo fell out, 
The Town might fall in fright. He, ſwift of Foot, 
Qut-ran my purpoſe: And I return'd, the rather 
For that I heard the clink, and fall of Swords, 
And Caſio high in Oath : which till to-night 
I neer might ſay before. When I came back, 
For this was brief, I found them cloſe together 
At blow, and thruſt, even as again they were 
When you your ſelf did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I report. 
But Men are Men ; the beſt ſometimes forget; 
I ho' Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet ſurely, Caf, I believe, receiv'd 
From him that fied, ſome ſtrange Indignity, 
Which Patience could not paſs. 

Orth. I know, Ingo, 
Thy Honeſty and Love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Ca Cafe, I love thee, 
But never more be Officer of mine, 
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Enter Deſdemona attended. 
Look if my gentle Love be not rais'd up: 
I'll make thee an Example. 
De/. What's the matter, Dear? 
Oth. All's well, Sweeting; 
Come away to Bed. Sir, for your hurts, 
My ſeif will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
Jago, look with care about the Town, 
And filence thoſe whom this vile brawi diſtracted, 
Come, Deſdemona, tis the Soldiers Lite, | 
To have their balmy Slumbers wak'd with their Strife. Ex, 
Manent Tago and Caſſio. | 
Jago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant? 
Caſ. Ay, paſt all Surgery. 
Jago. Marry, Heav'n forbid. 

Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation! Oh I have 
loſt my Reputation ! I have loſt the immortal part of my 
ſelf, and what remains is beſtial. My Reputation, ago, 
my Reputation 

Iago. As I am an honeſt man, I had thought you had 
receiv'd ſome bodily Wound; there is more Senſe in that 
than in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, and moſt 
falſe Impoſition ; oft got without merit, and loſt without 
deſerving. You have loſt no Keputation at all, unleſs 
you repute your ſelf ſuch a loſer, What Man 
there are more ways to recover the General again. You 
are but now caſt in his mood, a Puniſhment more in Po- 
licy, than in Xlalice; even ſo as one would beat his 
oftenceleſs Dog to affright an imperious Lion. Sue to 
him again, and he's yours. 

Caf. I will rather ſue to be deſpis'd, than to deceive ſo 
good a Commander, with fo ſlight, ſo drunken, and {ſo 
indiſcreet an Officer. Drunk, and ſpeak ? Parrot, and 
{quabble ? ſwagger ? ſwear ? and diſcourſe Fuition with 
one's own Shadow? O thou inviſible Spirit of Wine! if 
thou haſt no Name to be known by, let us call thee 
Devil. | 


Iago. What was he that you follow d with your Sword? 
What had he done to you ? 


Caſ. 


t 
| 
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Caf. I know not. 

Iago. Is't poſiible ? | 

Caf. I remember a maſs of things, but nothing diſ- 
tinctly: a Quarrel, but nothing W herefore. Oh, that 
Men ſhould put an Enemy into their mouths, to ſteal. 
away their Brains? that we ſhould with joy, plea ſance, 
revel and applauſe, transform ourſelves into Peaſts. 

Iago. Why, but you are now weil enough: how came 
vou thus recover'd ? 

Caſ. It hath pleaſed the Devil. Drunkenneſs, to 
give place to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfectneſs ſhews 
me another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my jet. 

Iago. Come, you are too ſevere a moraller. As the 
Time, the Place, and the condition of this country 
ſtands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befal'a: but 
ſince it is as it is, mend it for your own Good. 

Ca/. L will ask him for my Place again, he ſhall tell 
me, Jam a Drunkard ? Had I as many mouths as H;dra,, 
ſuch an anſwer would ftop them all. To be now a ſenfi- 
ble man, by and by a Fool, and preſently a Beaſt. Oh 
ſtrange ! every inordinate cup is unblefs'd, and the In- 
gredient 15a Devil. 

lago. Come, come, goed Wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well us'd: Exclaim no more againſt 
it. And, good Lieutenant, I think, you think I love 
you. 

Caf. J have well approv'd it, Sir: I drunk ! 

Lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at ſome 
time, man. I tell you what you ſaall do: Our Gene- 
fal's Wife is now the General. I may tay fo, in this 
reſpeQ, for that he hath devoted, and given up him- 
ſelt to the contemplation, mark, and devotement of 
her Parts and Graces. Conie!s your ſelf freely to her: 
importune her help, to put you in your Place again. 
She is of ſo free, 10 kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed a Liſpo- 
ſition, ſhe holds it a Vice in her Goodneis, not to do 
more than ſhe is requeſted. I his broken Joint between 
you and her Husband, intreat her to { plinter. And my 
Fortunes againſt any lay worth naming, this crack of 
your Love ſhall grow ſtronger than it was before. 

Caſ; 
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Caſ. You adviſe me well. 

lago. I proteſt in the ſincerity of Love, ana noneſt 
Kindneſs. 

Caſ. I think it freely: and betimes in the Morning, 
1 will befeech the virtuous Deſdemona to undertake for 
me: I am deſperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

Iago. You are in the right: Good night, Lieutenant, 
I mult to the Watch. 

Ca/. Good Night, honeſt Jags. [Exit Caſio. 


Iago. And what's he then, that ſays I play the Villain? 


When this Advice is free I give, and honeſt, 
Probable to thinking, and indeed the Courſe 
To win the Moor again. For 'tis molt eaſy, 
Th' inclining Dee mona to ſubdue 
In any honeſt Suit. She's fram'd as fruittul 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were't to renounce his Baptiſm, 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sin, 
His Soul is ſo infetter'd to her Love, 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt, 
Even as her Appetite ſhall play the God 
With his weal: Function. How am I then a Villain, 
To counſel Caſſia to this parallel courſe, 
Directly to his Good? Divinity of Hell, 
When Devils will their blackeſt Sins put on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heav'nly Shews, 
As I do now. For while this honeſt Fool 
Phes De/demona,. to repair his Fortune, 
And ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this Peſtilence into his Far, 
That the repeals him for her Body's Luſt: 
And by how much ſne ſtrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undo her Credit with the Moor. 
So will | turn her Virtue into Pitch, 
And out of her own Goodneſs make the Net, 
That ſhail enmaſh them all. 
How now, Kodorigo ? 
Enter Rodorigo. 
Red. I do follow here in the Chace, not like a Hound 
that hunts, Lat one that fills up the Cry. My Money is a! 
matt 
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moſt ſpent? I have been to-night exceedingly well cud- 
gelled ; and I think the Iſſue will be, I ſhall have fo 
much Experience for my Pains ; and ſo with no Money 
at all, and a little more Wit, return again to Fenice. 

Ingo. How poor are they that have not Patience? 
What wound did ever heal but by Degrees ? 
Thou know'ſt, we work by Wit and not by Witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time : 
Does't not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee, 
And thou by that imall hurt hath caſhier'd Ca 
Tho' other things grow fair againſt the Sun, 
Yet Fruits that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe : 
Content thy ſelf a while. In troth 'tis morning ; 
Pleaſure and Action make the Hours ſeem ſhort. 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billetted : 


Away, I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter : 


Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rodorigo. 


| Two things are to be done; 
My Wife muſt move for Ca//79 to her Miſtreſs : 


l 'i ſet her on my ſelf a while, to draw the Moor apart, 


And bring him jump, when he may Ca/77o find 
Soliciting his Wife : ay, that's the way : 
Dull not Device, by coldneſs and delay. [ Ext. 


—— —— 
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SCENE Othello's Palace. 
Enter Caſſio, Muſicians, and Clown. 


| Caf; Aſters, play here, Iwill content your Pains, 


* row, General. 


Something that's brief; and bid good Mor- 


Chwn. Why, Maſters, have your Inſtruments been 


in Naples, that they ſpeak 1th' Noiſe thus? 


5 
# 
4 
? 


Muf. How, Sir, how ? 
Clown. Are theſe, I pray you, Wind Inftruments ? 
Mia. Ay, marry are they, Sir. 

Clown 


— 
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Clraun. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 

Muſ Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir ? 

Clown. Marry, Sir, by many a Wind Inſtrument that 
T know. But, maſters, here's money for vou: and the 
General fo likes your muſick, that he deſfires you for 
Love's fake to make no Noiſe with it. 

Mu. Well, Sir, we will not. 

Cloaum. If you have any muſick that may not be hea rd, 
to't again. But, as they ſay, to hear mujſick, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly care, 

Muſ/. We have none ſuch, Sir. 

Clown. Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, for I'll 
away. Go, vaniſh into Air, away. [Exit Muf. 

Ca). Doſt thou hear me, mine honeſt Friend? 

Clan. No, I hear not your honeſt Friend; I hear You. 

Ca/. Pr thee, keep vp thy Quillets, there's a poor piece 
of Gold for thee : If the Gentlewoman that attends tlie 
General's Wife be ſtirring, tell her there is one Cairo in- 
treats of her a little favour of Speech. Wilt thou do this? 

Chun. She is ſtirring, Sir, it ſhe will ſtir hither, I 
ſhall ſeem to notify unto her. [Exit Clown, 

Ca/. Do my good Friend. » 

Enter Tago, 
In happy time 7ago. 

Iaso. You have not been a- bed then; 

Ca Why, no; the Day had broke before we parted. = 
J have made bold, age, to ſend in tc your Wife; | 
My ſuit to her is, that ſhe will to virtuous Deſdemona 
Procure me ſome acceſs. 

Lago. Til fend her to you preſently : 

And I'll deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſs 
May be more freee. [Exit, 

Caf. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew ö 
A Fhrentine more kind and honeſt. 4 
Enter Emilia 
mil. Good morrow, good Lieutenant, I am ſorry 

For your Diſpleaſure; but all will, ſur", be well. 
The General and his Wife are ta! [king of it: 
Ard he ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. The Moor replies, 
That 
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That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great Affinity; and that in wholſom Wiſdom 
He might not but refuſe you. But he proteits he loves you, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring yeu in again. 
Caf. Yet, I beicech you, 
If you think fit, or that jt may he done. 
Give me Advantage of ſome brief Diicourſe 
With Deſſtemonà alone. 
Emil. Pray, come in; 
] will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To {peak your Boſom freel n. 
Caf. I am much bound to you. [Extunt. 
Enter Othello, Iago, ard Genth:men, 
Oth. Theſe Letters give, Iago, to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate; 
That done, I will be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me. 
lago. Well, my good Lord, I'll do't. 
Oh. This Fortification, Gentlemen, ſhall we fee't ? 
Gent. We'll wait upon your Lordſhip. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Ai Apartment. 


Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Emilia. 


De/. Be thou aſſur'd, good Caſſio, I will do 
All my Abilities in thy behalf. 
Emil. Good Madam, do: 
I warrant it grieves my Huſband, 
As if the Cauſe were his. 
Def. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow; do not doubt, Caffo, 
But I will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 
Caſ. Moſt bounteous Madam, 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caf, 
He's never any thing but your true Servant. 
Def. I know't, I thank you; you do love my Lord, 
You have known him long, and be you well aſſur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diſtance. 
Ca/. 
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Ca/. Ay, but Lady, 
That Policy may either laſt fo long, 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh Diet, 
Or breed it ſelf fo out of Circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 
My General will forget my Love and Service. 
De/. Do not doubt that; befor Fmilia here, 
J give thee W-rrant of thy pe Afﬀure thee, 
If I do vow a Friend{hir.. i rerform it 
To the laſt Article. My Lo:d ſhall never reſt, 
Pl watch him tame, and talk 1:im out of Patience; 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Board a Shritt, 
Pli interiaingle every thing he do's 
With Caſſibs ſuit : Therefore be merry, Ca, 
For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die, 
Than give thy Cauſe away. 
Enter Othello and Jago. 
mil. Madam, here co:nes my Lord. 
Caſ. Madam, I'll take my leave. 
Def. Why ſlay, and hear me ſpeak. 
Caſ. Madam, not now, I am very ill at caſe, 
Untit for mine own purpoſes. 
De/. Well, do your Diſcretion, [Exit Caſſio. 
{ago. Hah ? I like not that. 
Orb. What doit thou fay ? 
Jago. Nothing, my Lord; or if-T know not what. 
Oth. Was not that Ca parted from my Wife: 
Iago. Caſfſio, my Lord? No ſure, I cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away ſo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
Oth. I do believe 'twas he. 
De/. How now, my Lord? 
T have been talking with a Suitor here. 
A Man that languiſhes in your Diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Who is't you mean? 
De/. Why your Lieutenant Caſio. Good, my Lord, 
If I have any Grace, or Power to move you, 
His prefent reconciliation take. 
Fer if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in Ignoxance, and not in Cunning, 
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HFath ta'en your part, to have ſo much to do 


I will deny thee nothing. 
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| have no Judgment in an honeſt Face. 
I prithee call him back. 
O/h. Went he hence now? 
De/. In ſooth, ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his Grief with me 
To ſuffer with him. Good Love, call him back. 
Oh. Not now, ſweet De/demona, ſome other time, 
De/. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? 
Oth. The ſooner, Sweet, for you. 
D/. Shall't be to Night, at Supper? 
Oth. No, not to Night. 
De/. To morrow Dinner then? 
Orth. I ſhall not dine at home: 
I meet the Captains at the Citadel. 


Deſ. Why then to morrow Night, on Tueſaay Morn, 
On Tueſday Noon, or Night, on Wedueſe lay Morn. 
I prithee name the Time, but let it not 
Exceed three Days ; in Faith he's Penitent : 
And yet his treſpaſs, in our common Reaſon, 
(Save that they ſay the Wars mult make Example, ] 
Out of their beſt,) is not almoſt a Fault 
T'incur a private check. When ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Ozche/lp, IT wonder in my Soul 
What you would aſ me, that J would deny 


Or ſtand fo mutt ring on ? What? Michael Cafſio !— 0 ; 


That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 


When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly 


To bring him in? Truſt me, I could do much — 
04h. Prithee no more, let him come when he will, 


De/. Why, this is not a Boon ; 
"Tis as I ſhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 


Or feed on nouriſhing meats, or keep you warm; 
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; |. Or ſue to you, to do a peculiar Profit 


To your Perſon. Nay, when I have ſuit, 

| Whercin I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of Poize, and difficult weight, 
And fearful to be granted, 
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Oth, I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do beſeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my felt. 
De/. Shall I deny you? No: Farewel, my Lord. 

Oth. Farewel, my Deſdemona, I'll come to thee ſtraight, 
Deſ. /Emilia, come; be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [ Exit, 

Orb. Excellent Wretch ! Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I do love thee ; and when J love thee not, 
Chaos 1s come again, 
Jago. My noble Lord. 
Oth. What doit thou fay, Jago? 
Iago. Did Michael Ca/Jio, 
When you woo'd my Lady, know of your Love ? 
O:h. He did from firſt to laſt. 
Way doſt thou at ? 
Iago. But for a Satisfaction of my Thought, 
No further harm. 
Oth. Why of thy thought, [aro ? 
Jago. I did not think he had been acquainted with it. 
Orth. O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Jago. Indeed! 
Orb. Indeed ! Ay, indeed, Diſcern'ſt thou ought of that ? 
Is he not honeſt ? 
Iago. Honeſt, my Lord ? 
Oz. Honeſt? Ay, Honeſt.” 
ago. My Lord, tor ought I know. 
Oth. What doſt thou think ? 
Jago. Think, my Lord! 
Othb. Think, my Lord! Alas, thou echo'ſt me; 
As if there were ſome Monſter in thy thought 
*7'00 hideous to be ſhewn. Thou doit mean ſomething: 
J heard thee ſay even now, thou lik'ſt not that —— 
When Cage left my Wife. What did'ſt not like! 
And when I told thee, he was of my Counlel, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'it, indeed ? 
And didſt contract and purie thy Brow together; ; 
As if thou then hadit ſhut up in thy Brain 
Some horrible Conceits : If thou doſt love me 
Shew me thy thought, 


Jags. 
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I:zgo. My Lord, you know I love you. 
O:h. I think thou doſt: 

And for I know thou'rt full of Love and Honeſty : 

And weigh'ſt thy Words before thou giv'ſt them Breath, 

Therefore thele ſtops of thine fright me the more: 

For ſuch things, in a falſe diſloyal Knave, 

Are tricks of Cuitom ; but in a Man that's juſt, 

They're cold Dilations working from the Heart, 

That Paſſion cannot rule. 
lago. For Michael Caſio, 

I dare be ſworn, I think, that he is honeſt. 

O:h. I think ſo too. 
{ago Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 

Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none, 
0th, Certain Men ſhould be what they ſeem, 
Iago. Why, then, I think Ca/io's an honeſt Man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this, 


I pray thee ; ſpeaks to me as to my thinkings, 


As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy worlt of Thoughts 
The worſt of Words. 

Jago. Gocd, my Lord, pardon me. 
J am not bound to every Act of Duty, 
I am not bound to that, all Slaves are free to; 
Utter my Thoughts! —Why ſay they are vile and falſe 3 
As where's that Palace, whereunto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has that Breaſt fo pure, 
But ſome uncleanly Apprehenſions 
Keep Leets, and Law-days, and in Seſſions ſit 
With Meviations lawful ? 
| 0:5. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy Friend, Jago, 
If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his Ear 
A Stranger to thy 'T houghts. 


23 {azo 1 do beſeech you, 


Though I perchance am vicious in my Gueſs, 
Fs 1 confeſs it is my Nature's Plague 

Lo ſpy into Abuſes, and oft my Jealouſy 

Hapes Faults that are not,) that your Wiſdom, 
Eon one that ſo imperfectly conceits, 

ould take no Notice, nor build your ſelf a T 
gut of his Scattering, and unture Obtervance ; 


It 
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It were not for your Quiet, nor for your Good, 
Nor for my Manhood, Honeſty and Wiſdom, 
To let you know my Thoughts. 
Oth. What doſt thou mean? f 
Jago. Good Name in Man and Woman, dear my Lord, A, 
Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls; 
Who ſteals my Purſe, ſteals traſh, tis ſomething, no. . 


thing 3 ww 
"T'was mine, 'tis his, and has been Slave to thouſands. g. 
But he that filches from me my good Name, Lo 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, W 
And makes me poor indeed. 15 
Ooh. Ill know thy Thoughts Ou 
lago. You cannot, if my Heart were in your Hand : [1 
Nor ſhall not, whil'ſt 'tis in my Cultody. in 
Oth. Ha! Ih 
lago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealouſy, Is 
It is the green-ey'd Monſter, which doth mock . 
The Meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in Bliſs, | 
W ho, certain of his Fate, loves not his Wronger ; An 
But oh, what damned Minutes tells he o'er, She 
Who dotes, yet doubts; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves! ( 
Oth. O Nifery ! _ 
lago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough; She 
But Riches fineleſs, is as poor as Winter, * To 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor; He 
Good Heav'n ! the Souls of all my I ribe defend But 
From jealouſy. 1 
Oth. Why ? why is this? For 
Think'ſt thou I'd make a Lite Jealouſy ? © 
'To follow ftill the Changes of the Moon, 1 
With freſh Suſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, - 
Is once to be reſolv'd: Exchange me for a Goat, 1 
When I ſhall turn the Buſineſs of my Soul I h. 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blown Surmiſes, on 
Matching thy inference: Tis not to make me jealous, n 
Io ſay my Wit is fair, feeds well, loves Company, * 
Is free of Speech, ſings, plays, and dances well; * 0 
Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. A 0 
Nor from mine own weak Aerits will I draw 3 
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The ſmalleſt Fear, or doubt of her Revolt 

For ſhe had Eyes, and choſe me. No, Igo, 

fe ſee before I doubt; when 1 doubt, prove; 
\nd on the Proof, there 15 no more but this, 


a, * ay at once with Love, or Jealouſy. 
Iago. T am glad of this; for now I ſhall have Reaſon 
no. To ſhew the Love and AN that I bear you 
With franker Spirit. Therefore, as I am bound, 
d Receive it from me. [ ſpeak not yet of Proof; 


Look to your Wife, obſerve her v. ell with C⸗ alj79 3 
Wear your Eyes, thus, not jealous, nor ſecure ; , 
1 would not have your free and noble Nature, 
Out of ſelff bounty be abus'd : look to't. 
know our Country-Diſpoſition well; 
in Fenice they do let Heav'n ſee the Pranks 4 {ence 
They dare not ſhew their Huſhands ; their beſt Conſe 
Js not to leave't undone, but ke t unknown, 
- Oh. Doſt thou fay jo ? 
; lago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
and when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and f fear your Lcoks, 
She lov'd them moſt, 
Oth. And fo the did. 
" Ingo. Why, go to then; 
h; She that ſo young could give out ſuch a Seeming 
To feal her Father's Eyes up cloſe as Oak — 
He thought *twas W itchcraſt - 
But I am much to blame: 
J humbly do beſeech you of your Fardon 
For too much loving you. 
DOs. JI am bound to you for cver. 
Lago. I lee this hath a little daſh'd your Spirits. 
Obb. Not a Jot, not a Jot. 
ago. Truſt me, I fear it has: 
1 hope you will conſider, vhat is ſpoke 
0 omes from my Love. But 1 do fee you're moy'd +: 
am to pray you, not to ſtrain my Speech 
[ſo groſſer Iflues, nor to larger Reach, 


lou: q 
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Oh. I will not. 
3 = late. 
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Iego. Should you do ſo, my Lord, 74 C 
My Speech ſhoutid fall into ſuch vile Succeſs, And 
Which my Thoughts aim not at. Canes my worthy Of} 
My Lord, I tee you're mor'd- [Friend The 

Or. No, nod muen mov 9————— I'd \ 
I do not think but D-/#-»:9a's honeſt. To] 

lage Long live ſhe to; and long live you to think fo. And 

Ot. And yet how Nature erring from it ſelf— Tha 

Iggo, Ay, there's the Point us, to be bold with you; Into 


Not to affect many propoſed Matches he's 
Of her own Clime, Complexion and Degree, ul 
Whereto we ſee in all things Nature tends : That 

Foh ! one may ſmell in ſuch, a Will moſt rank, And 

Foul Diſproportions, Thoughts unnatural. And 

But, pardon me, I do not in Poſition © Ip 

Diſtinctly ſpeak of her, tho' I may fear Wor e 

Her Will, recoiling to her better judgment, | Provo 

lay fall to match you with her Country-Forms, bis 

And happily repent. q mY 
Orth. Farewel, farewel ; Gr 

If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more; 

Set on thy Wife to obſerve. Leave me, Jags. 1 0 
Iago. My Lord, I take my leave. [ (391117. 18 
Oh. Why did 1 marry ? He. 

This honeſt Creature, doubtleſs, eur 

Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds, 1 
lago. Niy Lord, I would I might intreat your Honour 6 

To ican this thing no farther ; leave it to time: ' De 

Altho' 'tis fit that Cao have his Place, A © We 

For ſure he fills it up with great Ability; 07 

Yet if you pleaſe to put him off a While, 3 Dif. 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his Means ; ; Tt me 

Note, if your Lady ftrain his Entertainment Ie will 

With any ſtrong, or vehement Importunity, Ol. 


Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, # 
Let me be thought too buly in my Fears, 


bt: it a 


As worthy cauie I have to tear I am, Dey 
And hold her free. I do beleech your Honour. | 1 ZE, 


Oth. Fear not my Government. 
Iago. 1 once more take my leave, (Exit 
©-/ # 


Cy us WW; 
Wa! 


iy 
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Oh. This Fellow's of exceeding Honeſty, 
And knows all Quantities with a learn'd Spirit, 
Of human Dealings. If I do prove her Haggard, 
Tho' that her Jeſſes were my dear Heart-itr:ngs, 
I'd uhiſtle her off, and let her down the Wind 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am black, 
And have not thoſe ſoſt Parts of Converſation, 
That Chamberers have; or for I am declin'd 
Into the Vale of Years, yet that's not much 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my Relief 
Muſt be to loath her. Oh the Curle of Marriage! 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites ! I had ratherbe a Toad, 
And live upon the Va pour of a Dungcon, 


| Than keep a Corner in the thing I love, 


For others uſes. Yet 'tis the Plague to Great ones, 
Prerogativ'd are they lass than the Baſe, 


WE is Deſtiny unſhunnalle like Death; 
' Even then, this forked Plague is fated to us, 


Vhen we do quicken. Look where ſhe comes! 
Ener Deſdemona ard Emilia. 


It the be falſe, O then Heav'n mocks it ſelf: 


$79. 
1 


1047 
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not believe't. 

Dei. How now, my dear Othello ? 
[Four Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders, 
By you * ited, do attend your Preſence, 


> Oh. 1 am to blame. 

Def Wh y do vou ipeal lo taintly ? 
Arc wou not well? 

Ob. I have a Pain upon my Forehead here. 

De. Why, that's with watching, 'twill away again. 
. me but bind it hard, within this hour 


1 will be well. 

Oth. Your Napkin is too little; 

: [She drops her Handterchicf. 
mY it alone: Come, I'll go in with you. 
Deſ. lam very ſorry that you are not well. [ ZEæcunt. 
Zi]. I am glad that I have found this MN:pkin ; 
is was her firit Remembrance from the Moor; 
wayward Huſband hath a hundrcd times, 
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Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe ſo loves the Token, 


Fer he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it, Bar 
That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 
To kiſs and talk to. I'Il have the work ta'en out, 100 
Ard give't Iage; what he will do with it, No! 
Heav'n knows, not I : gha 
nothing, but to pleaſe his Phantaſy. Wh 
Entcr lago. 7 
Jago. How now ? What do you here alone? 7 
"mil. Do not vou chide; I have a thing tor you, ( 
lage. You have a thing for me ? I 
It is a common thing vY 
ZE ri. Ha? 7 
Jock." ro have a fooliſh Wilke. ( 
mil. Oh, is that all? what will you give me nos 1. 
For that fame Hanrukerchief ? fte 
lass. What Hankerchiet ? IT. fo 
Tm ” What Handkerchief ? + Le 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona, Let 
Thu "which ſo often you bid me ſteal. 7 
Inga. Hait ſtollen it from her? C 


il. No; but ſhe let it drop by Negligence, 
And to th' Advantage, I being here, took't up: 
Look, here 'tis. 


Are 
Igo. A good Wench, give it me. | Tt 
mil. What will you do with't, you have been tof Tg. 
earncit to have me ſilch it? | Fart 
Zago. Why, what is that to you? [ Snatching TA 
mil. If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, The 
Give't me again. Poor Lady, ſhe'll run mad, prid 
When the ſhall lack it. Anc 
Iago. Be not known on't : Th 
J have uſe for it. Go, leave me [Exit Em Par. 
Iwill in Cæhhes Lodging loſe this Napkin, 7 
And let him find it. Trifles light as Air 7 
Are to the Jealous, Confirmations ſtrong, Be! 
As proofs of holy Writ. This may do ſomething. 
The Moor already changes with my Poiſons, | Or 
Wich at the ſirit are ſcarct found to diſtaſte: | The 
But with a little act upon the Blood, The 
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Barn like the Mines of Sulphur, I did ſay fo. 
Eulen Othello. 

Lock, where he comes! not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſy Syrups of the World, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet Sleep, 

Which thou ow'alt yeſterda y. 

O.. Ha ! ha! falſe to me 

Ingo. Why, how now, General; no more of that. 

Orth. Avant, be gone; thou haſt ſet inc on the Wreck 
[ {wear 't:s better to be much abus'd, 
1han but to know ea littie 

lac), How now, my Lord ? 

O-. What ſcent had 1, in her fon hours of Luit ? 
I ſaw eit not, thought it not, it haim'd not me: 
I flept the nex: Night well, fel well, was trec and merry, 
I found not Cs Kiſſes on her Lips; 
> He os 15 robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not knoawt, and he's not robb'd at all. 

Ia g. I am lorry to hear nes 

Oh. I had been app: y, 1: the general Camp, 
Pioneers and all, had waited ber ſweet Body. 
Sc 


So I had nothing known. Ol now, forcver 


Farewel tae t tranquil Mind. Farewel Content; 
Farewel the i iumca Troops, and tne big War, 


That make AImbision V ji tue ſ (1 fare: We! 
D Fa res * Ce! tlie neighing — Ste 2d, zn 1 tie (71! 
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Are O you mortal Eugines, whoſe Tude i hroats 
Th immortal 2 dread Clamours counterleit, 
Fare wel! O. Helis Occupation's n 
lage. Is't po! b. e, my Lord! 
0th. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore 
De ſure of it: Give me the Oculir Prei, 
| [ Catching held on Him. 
Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
4 Thou hadſt better have been born a Dog, 
1han anſwer my wak'd Wrath. 
lago. Is't come to this? 


83 Orb. 
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ſ 


O:h. Rlake me to ſee't, or, at the leaſt, fo prove it, \ {+ 
That the Probation bear no hir ge, nor Joop, 1 
WI 

To hang a doubt on: Or wee upon thy life. 
lugo. I! Ne ble Lord. \We 


O2h. If thou doſt ſlender her, and torture me, As 
Never pray more; abandon all Remorie ; As 
On Horrors Head, Horrors accumulate, 

1 4 If ] 
Do Deeds to make 1 Heav'n Weep, all Earth amez d; W. 
For nothing cunſt thou to Damnation add, vw; 
Greater than that, ( 

[:po0. O Grace! O IIeav'n forgive me! | 

Are vou a Man ? Have vou a Soul ? or Senſe ? : 

U 2 1 Put 

n = W you: tike mine Ofhce, O wretched Fool, ba 

at jlov'n to make thine Honcſty a Vice! 1 

V * 5 ” 2 | & * 
Ch montrous World! take note, take note. O World, Þ 


io be direct an hone it, is not ſafe. 
{ thank you for this Profit, and from hence 
19: jcve no Fr: zend, fich Love breeds inch Oitence. 


th. Nay, ſtay — thou ſhould'm be honeſt —— | 111 
Jago. I ſtiould be wife, for Honeity's a Fool, Fas 
And lofes what it works for. 5 
Orb. Ry the World, di Cru 
I think wy Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe 13 not; EA: 
J think thot thou art jut, and think thou art not; Kees 
Fi! have icme proof. My Name, that was as freſh fdr 
As Diai's Viſage, is now begrim'd and black * 
As mine own Face, if there be Cords or Knives, c 
Poiſon, or vn or 0 affocatu ng Streams, 7 
Fil not endure it. Would J were fatished ! C 
Jago. | ice 385 are eaten up with Patton i. 
J pat repent that 1 put it to you. 7 
Fou be ſatisf ed? Th: 
Ces, would? nay, and I will. C 
Zuse. And may; but how? how fatisfied, my Lord? 7 
is A you the ape! r-viſor groisly gape on ? IP 


1zid her tupp'd Hay 
055 Death, 44 Damnation ! Oh! 8 
An ; Spot 
Iugo. It were a tedious Difficulty, I think, 1 
Toy bring em to that Proſpect, damn them then, 


1: 
If ever mortal Eyes do ſee them boltter 


I an 


Norm 
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8 


\ſore than their own. Wat then: tow then ? 
What ſhall I ſay ? hates 8 eee 7 

It is impoſſi ble yo! a ſnould fe this, 

Were they as prime as s Goats, as hot as Monheys, 


As ſalt as 'W olves in Pride „ and Fools as or ( 
As Ignorance, made drunk. But vet, I tiy, 


If Imputation and ſtrong Ciroumnoancs, 
Which lead directly to the coor of Huth, 
Will give you Satisfaction, vou might ban! 
Oth. Give me a living re un :he's dill 
1299. I do not like the Cites ; 
Put ſith J am entred in ts Cnule fo for, 
* 
| 
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Oz. O monitrous ! monſtrous! 

Inzo. N this was but his Dream. 

O:h. But this denoted a fo: e-gone consluſion, 
Jis a ſhrewd doubt, tho" it be bat a Dream. 

155 \ | 1 1 1420 ] 1 I: >? * 11888 * & 

43979, 4 nd Fils mas CIP tO thi. Len CLUE 100 Sy 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 

Orth. I'll tear her all to pieces. 


| lago. Nay, yet be wiſe, yet ſee we nothing done; 
dhe may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a 1; mIkerchief 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your Witc's Hand ? 
Otb. ] gave her ſuch a one; 'twas my firſt Gift, 
Iago. 1 know not that; but ſuch a Handkerchicf, 
3 1 am ſure it was your Wite's, did I to Day 


C4 See 
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dee Caſcio wire his Beard with. 
Ot. It 3; 10 be t that — 


Taco. If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers, 
It ſpe: nks a gains her wi ith the « other Proofs. 

O:h. O that the Slave had forty thouſand Lives? 
One is too poor, too 1 K for my Revenge, 
Now do I tee 'tis true. 20k here Ingo, 


All my fond Love thus do If Jlow to 5 leav'n. Tis gone 


Ariſe bl: cry Vengeance from the hollow Hell, 


Field u: b, O Love. thy Crown and hearted Throne 


To tyrannous Hate. Swell Boſom wich thy fraught, 


- \ — . 1 2 „ 4 - 
For 'tis of Aſpicics IJonguee 
1 Go 7 
* *. 7 *. 
Tn: 9 7. Vet be CONTENT « 
TI * * 3 . 
Otb. O Blood! Blood. Blood ——— 


Lago. Patience I fay, your mind my change. 

Orth. Never, 12c9 „Ike to the Pontick Sea, 
Whole Icy Current. and compulſive Cour ſe, 
Meer feels retiring Ebb, but keeps due on 
To the ! Popo ich, and the Hell. pore: 
Fur fo my blocdy Thoughts, with violent Pace 
Ghatl nc'er lock back, ne'er ebb to Keks Love, 
ill that a n and wide Revenge 
Swallow 1 —— up. Now by yond marble Heav'n, 

a the due reverence of a ſacred V ow, [He &reels, 


{ ere C1: Sage my V\ Fords 


Lage. Do not riſe yet: Iago Luce. 


Viineſo you ever burning Lights above, 
Con Elements that clip us round about, 
V/itneſs that here {ago doth give up 
The Execution of his Wit, Hands, Heart, 
To wrong'd Ochello's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody bi ſineſs ever. 
Oth. I greet thy Love, 


Not with vain Thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 


And will upon the Inſtant put thee to't : 
Within theie three Days let me hear thee ſay, 
That Caſio's not alive. 

Iago. My Friend is dead; 
Tis done at your requeſt. But let her live, 


. 
. 


Qtr. 
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8 ' 
Orth. Damn her, leud Minx! O damn her, damn her 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with {ome fvvift means of Neath 
For the fair Devil. Now art thou mv Lieutenant. 


Iafo 1 am your own for ever [ Excunt, 
Euter Deſdemona, Amilia, aud Cliaun. 


De Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Ca 
lyes? 

Clin. I dare not fay he lies any where, 

Def. Why Man? 

Clown, He's a Soldier, and for me to ſay a Soidic 
lies, 'tis ſtabbing. 

Deſ. Go to; where ledges he? 

Cl/wr. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
where I lie. 

Deſ. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Chen. I know not where he lodges, and for me to de. 
viſe a Lodging, and {ay he lyes here 
were to lie in mine own Throat. 

De/. Can you. enquire him out? and be edified by re 
rort;! 

Clan, I will catechize the World for him, that is, 
make Queſtions, and by them anſwer. 

Def. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him, I have 
mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well. 
Cen. To do this, is within the compaſs of Rlan's 
Wit, and therefore J will attempt the doing of it. 

[Exit Cliaun. 
Deſ. Where ſhould J loſe the Handkerchict, Ærilia? 
mil. I know not, Rladam, 
De/. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my Purſe 
'ull of Cruzadoes. And but my nuble Moor 
ts true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
10 put him to ill thinking, 

Emil. Is he not jealous? 

Def. Who he? I think the Sun where he was born 
Drew all ſuch Humours from him, 

Emil. Look where he comes, 
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De/. I will not leave him now, 'till Caſio be 
Call'd to him, How is't with you, my Lord! 
Enter Othello 


Orb. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardneſs to difſemble! 


How do you, De/demona ! 


Deſ. Well, my good Lord. [Lady 
Oh. Give me your Hand; this Hand is moitt, my 


Def. It hath felt no Age, nor known no Sorrow. 
Oth. This argues Fruitfulneſs, and liberal Heart: 
Hot, hot, and moiſt—this Hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty, Faſting and Prayer, 
Much Caitigation, Exerciſe devout, 
Fer here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: 'tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 
Dei. You may, indeed, ſay ſo;. 
Fer etwas that Hand that gave away my Heart. 


O,. A liberal! Hand. The Hearts of eld, gave Hand: 


But car new Heraldry is Hande, not Hearts 

Def. 5 cannot (perl of this; come, now your Promiſe. 
1 FIG Init e, Chuck ? ! 

De/. 1 have ſent to bid Co/4/o come {perk with you. 

Otb. I have a falt and forry Rheum cffends me 3 
Lend me thy Handkerchief. 

Def. ere, my Lord. 

0.9, That which I gave yon 

De. IJ have it not t about me. 

G 

Deſ. No indeed my Lord. 

Ot. That's a fault. That Handkerchief 
Did an AÆptias to my Mother give; 
She was a Cl armer, and cou'd almoſt read 


Tie Thoughts of People. She told her while ſhe kept 1! 


"1 would nake her amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Intir ely to her Love; but if the loſt it, 

Cr made a Gift of it, my Father's Eye 

Shot oy old her loathed, and his Spirit: ſhould hunt 
Atter many Foncies. She, dving, gave it me, 

Ard bid me, when my Fate wonld have me wiv'd, 
Lo give it ker. I did io, and take hecd on't; 


2 8 U 1 


pt 1! 
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Make it a Darling, liice your precious Eye; 
To loſe't, to giv't away, were ſuch a Perdition, 
As nothing elſe could match. 
De/. I-t poſſible; 
Oth. Tis true; there's Magick in the web of:: 
A Sibyl that had numbred in the World 


The Sun to courſe two hundred Compaſſes, 


In her prophetick Fury ſow'd the work 
The Worms were hallowed, that did breed the SK, 
And it was dy'd in Mummey, which the skiltul 
Conſerv'd of Maidens Hearts. 
Def. Indeed! is't true! 
Orth. Moſt veritable, therefore look te't weil. 
D-/. Then would to Heav'n, that I had never ſcen':? 
Oth. Ha ? wherefore ? 
Def. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly, and raſh ? 
Orth. Is't loſt, is't gone? Speak, is't out o'th' way * 
De/. Blefs us !-—- — 
Oth. Say you? 
Def. It is not loſt; but what and if it were? 
Oh. How ? 
Deſ. ] ſay it is not loſt. 
Och. Fetch't, let me ſee't. 
De Why fo I can; Sir, but I will not now : 
This is a Trick to put me from my Suit, 
Pray you let Cas be receiv'd again. 
Ob. Fetch me the Handkerchief 
©1\'ES — — 
D-/. Come, come; you'll never meet a more ſufficie n 


Em 
18 


_ 0th. The Handkerchief ——— 
D-/. A man that all his time 
iI2th founded his good Fortunes on your Love; 
Shar'd Dangers with you. 
Orth. The Handkerchief ——- 
Def. Tn ſooth you are to blame. 
Ot Away [ Exit, Othello 
Ami. Is not this man jealous ! 
De/. 1 never ſaw this before. 


my mind mi. 


| Sure there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchief, 


LS 
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I am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 


et 37 


Emil. Jis not a Year or two ſhews us a Man : 
They are but Stomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full. 
They belch us. 

Enter Tago, ard Caſſio. 
Look: qu, Coſmo, and my Husband, 

Iago. There is no oth er way, 'tis the mult do't ; 
And lo the Happineſs ; go and importune her. 

De. How now, good Caſio, what's the News wit!: 
vou ? | 
Ca/. Madam, my former Suit. I do beſeech you. 

That by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exiſt, and be a member of his Love, 
Whom 1, with all the Cfice of my Heart 
Intirely honour. I would not be delay'd ; 
If my Once be of ſuch mortal kind, 
The t not my Service paſt, not preſent Sorrows, 
Nor purpos d merit in Futurity, 
an ranſom me into his Love again; 
But to know ſo, muſt be my Benefit, 
So ſhall I cloath Me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my elf up in ſome other courſe, 
'To 1 ms. 
De. Alas! thrice gentle Caſſtis, 
My Advocation is not now in tune; ; 
Ay Lord, is not my Lord; nor ſhould I know him, 
Vere he in Favour, as in Humour alter'd. 
So help me every Spirit ſanctified, 
As I have ſpoken for you all my beſt, 
And ſtocd within the blank of his Diſpleafure, 
For my free Speech. You muſt a while be patient 
What I can do, Iwill: and more I will 
Than for my ielf [ dare. Let that ſuffice you. 
{ago. Is my Lord angry? 
Ei He went hence but now; 
And gerinly ia ftrange unquietnets, 

lage. Can he be angry? I have {een the Cannon, 
When it hath blown his Ranks into the Air, 

And like the Devil from his very Arm 


Puts fn 
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Paft his own Brotker ; and is he angry; 
Something of Moment then; I wil go meet lum, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. Exit. 
Def. I prithee do ſo. Something ſure of State, 
Fither as m Yerice, or ſome unhatch'd Practice, 
Made demonſtrable here in Cypres, to him, 
Hath pudled his clear Spirit; and in ſuch Caſes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Tho' great ones are their Objec A. ' 1s even ſo. 
For let our Finger alte, ard it endues 
Our other health fal Members, even to a Senſe 
Of Pain. Nev, we m iſt think Men are not 12 
Nor of them Ic ook for ſuch Obſervance always 
As fits the Bridal. Beſhrew me much, Riba. 
] was, unphindiome Warrior as I am, 
Arraigning his Unkininets with my Soul ; 
But now I find, I ha id ſuborn'd the Witneſs, 
And he” 8 in lited falſiz 
mil. Pray Rest it be 


eee as you think, and no Conception, 
Nor jenlous Toy concerning you. 
Def. Alas-the-day I never gave him Cauſe. 
mil, But jealous Souls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous ſor the Caule, 
But jealous, for they're jealous. It is a Monſter 
Begot upon it ſelf, born on it ſelf. 
2 Heav'n 9 the ?,loniter from Oels Mind. 
A mil, Lad Amen. - 
Def. I will ro ſeek him. Caſſo, walk hereabout; 
If I do find nun fir, Ii move your Suit, 
And icek to effect it to my uttermoſt. LExit. 
Caf. J humbly thank your Lady flip. 
| Enter Bianca. 
Eian. Save You, Friend Caſſio. 
Ca/. What makes you from home: 
How is it with you, my mod fiir Bianca ? 
Fadeed, ſweet Love, I was coming to your Houſe. 
Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Ca, 
What ? keep a Week way, Seven Days and Nights ? 
Eightſcore eight Hours? aud Loves abſent Hours 


More 


. 
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More tedious than the Dial, eightſcore times? 
Oh weary reck' ning! 
Caſ. Pardon me, Bianca 
J have this while with leaden Thoughts been preſt, 
But I ſha'l in a more convenient time 
Strike off this Score of Abſence. Sweet Bianca / 
[Giving her Peſdemona's Handberdchteꝶ, 
Take me this work out. ; 
Bian. Oh Caſſe, whence came this? 
This is ſome Token from a newer Friend; 
To the felt-abſence now I feel a Cauſe : 
Is't come to this? Well, well. 
Caf. Go to, Woman; 
Throw your vile Gueſſes in the Devil's Teeth, 
Frem whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from ſome Miſtreſs, ſome remembrance ? 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 
Bian. Why, whole is it ? 
Ca, I know not neither; I found it in my Chamber; 
T Ike the Work well: Ere it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I would have it copied: 
Lake it, and do't, and leave me for this time, 
Bicn. Leave you? wherefore ? 
Caf. I do attend here on the General, 
And think 1t no Adittion, nor my Wiſh 
To have him ſee me wv oman'd. 
Bian. Why, I pray you? 
Caſ. Not that' J love you got. 
Bian. But that you do not love me; 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And fay, if I ſhall fee you ſoon at Night? 
Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For I attend here. But J ſee you ſoon. 
Pian. Tis very good; I mult be circumſtanc'd.[ Zn s., 


FE. 
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ACT IV.-SCENS: 4. 


SCENE, A Room of State. 
Foiter Othello, and Iago. 


logo TIIl you think fo ? 
. Geh. Think io, Iago 2 
Iago W hat, to Kiſs f = private: ? 
Oth. An authoris'd Kits ? 
Iago. Or to be naked with her Friend in Bed, 
An Hour or more, not nne any harm ? 
Oth. Naked in Bed, Ig, and not mean harm? 
It is Hypocriſy againtt the Devil: 
They that men virtuoaſly, and yet do fo, 
The Devil their Virtae tempts, end they tempt Heiv'n* 
Lago. If they do nothing, tis a venial ſlip: 
But if 1 give my Wife a Handkerchicſ 
Oh, W. hat then ? 
Jago. Why then, 'tis hers, my Lord, and being hers, 
She may, 1 think, beſtow't on any Man. 
Oth. She i is Protectreſs of her Honour too, 
Nay ſhe give that? 
Ingo. Her Honour is an Eſſence that's not ſeen, 
They have it very oft, that have it net. 
But tor the Handkerchief 
Ott. By Heav'n I would molt gladly have forgot it; 
Thou ſaidſt, Oh, it comes o'er my Memory, 
As doth the Raven o'er the infectious Houle, 
Beading to all, he had my Handkerchief. 
lago. Ay, What of that? 
Och. That's not fo good now. 
Iago. What if I had ſaid, 1 had ſeen him do you w rong ? 
Or heard him fay, as Knaves be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their own importunate Suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miſtreſs, 
Convinced or ſupplied then, cannot chooſe 
But they mult blab. 
Ob, Hath he aid any thing? 


' 
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Iago. He hath, my Lord, but be you well aſſur d, 
No more than hel] unſwear. 


O/h. What path he faid ? 

ſJogo. Why, that he did -- I know not what he did — 

Ol. What? what 

Jago. Lie 

O %. With her? 

Lago. With her? on her- What you will -—- 

Ot. Lie with her! lie on her! we ſay, lie on her, 
when they be- lie her. Lie with her ! that's fulſom. Hand- 
Kkerchicf— Conieſſions— Handkerchief toconfeſs, a d 
be hang'd for lis Labour -Firſt, to be hang'd, and then 4. 
to confeſt—el tremble at it — Nature would not inveſt ner 
ſelf in ſuch ſnadowing Paition, without ſome inſtruction. 
It is no V'ords that ſnalze me thus — pi{h — Noſes, 
Fars and Lips — is't poſſible ! — Confeſs ———— 
Hapdkerchief! O Devil [ Falls is à Trance, 

Togo, Work on. 

Aly Nledicine works ; thus credulous Fools are caught ; 
And many worthy, and chaſte Dames even thus 
All gailtleſs meet reproach ; what hoa ! my Lord 
My Lord, I ay Oh: 
Enter Caſſio. 


How now, Caſfo? 
Caſ. What's the matter 
Taro. My Lord is faln into an Epilepiy 
That is the ſecond Fit; he had one yeſterdav. 
C/. Rub him at the Temples. 
Lago. The Lethargy muſt have his quiet courle ; 
If not, he foams at Mouth, and by and by 
Breal:s out to ſavage Na nen; look, he ſtirs; 
Do you withdraw your {elf a little white, 
He will recover ſtraight ; when he is gone, 
I would on great Occaii'on ſpeak with you, [Exit Caſio, 
How is it, General? Have you not hurt your Read ? 
O:th. Doit thcu mock me? 
Iago. I mock you not, by Heav'n; 


W ould you would bear your Fortune like a Nan. 


O-h. A horned Man's a NMoniter and a Beaſt. 
Jago. There's many a Bcait then in a pcpulous City, 
And 


i. 
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And many a civil Monfter, 
Oh. Did he confeſs it? 
lago. Good Sir, be a \lan : 
Think every bearded Fellow that's but yoE'd 
May draw with you. There's Vlillions now alive, 
That! nightly lie in thoſe unproper Beds. 
Which they dare {wear peculiar . Your Cauſe is better, 
Oh, ' tis the ſ tpite of Heil, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To lip a Wa ant on in a ſecure Couch ; 
And to ſu ppoſe her chaſte. No, let me know, 
And knowing what I zm, I knew wtat ſhe ſhall be. 
Oh. Ms thou arc wiſe, "tis certain. 
lago. Stand you a while apart, 
Conſine vour {elf but in a patient Laſt, 
Whilſt you were here, o'erwhelme with your Grief 
(J Paſhon molt reſulting fuck a Man) 
Cao come hither. I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good 'Scuſes on your Extaſy, 
Bad him anon mage and here ſpeak with me, 
The which he promis d. Do but encave your ſelf, 
And mark the Ficers, the Gibes, and notable Scorns, 
That dwell in on Ty Region of his Face. 
For I will make kim tell the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your Vrife. 
I ſay, but mark! his Geſture Marry, Patience, 
Or I ſhall ſay y'ar all in Splcen, | 
And nothing of a Man. 
Oth. Doſt rH 5 45 ? 
I will be found moſt cunning in my Patience; 
But, doſt thou hear, mott bloc. 
Iago. That's not amiſs; 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 
TO: hello ac draw; 
Now will I queſtion Ca / of Blanca, 
A Houtewife, that by ſelling her Deſires, 
Buys herſelf Bread and C' th. It ie a Creature 
That dotes on Ca//io, as tis the 3 5 IN gue 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one 


Cy 
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He, when he hes rs cr cannot reſtrain 


From the excets of Laughier. Here he comcs, 
75 74e Caſlio. 
As he ihall ſmile, Ori cli ſnall go mad; 


And his unbooki9 *EALUULY mum conſtrue, 
Poor (7775's Smiles, Gefiures, and light Behaviour, 
Quite in the wrong. Bow do you, Lieutenant? 

Caſ. Phe worler, that you? gave me the Addition, 
Whole Wang * em! cills me, 

Iago. Fiv De altaena well, and you are ſure on't: 
Now, if 11e 8. Ut lay in Liauca's Puwer, [Speaking lor, er. 
low quickly ſhould yon ipeed ? 

C Alex poor Cliuff. 

Ot. Look how he lauglis already, 

Taco, I never knew a Woman love, Man fo, 

Ca Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed ſhe Joves n. 

Oz, Now he denics it faintly, and wughs it cut. 

ſage. Do you hear, C? 

Ot. Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er: Go to, well faid, well ſaid. 

Lago. She giv. 4 it out, that you ſhall marry her, 

Do you intend it ? 

Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. Do ye triumph, Reman? do you triumph? 

Ca/. I marry What? a Cullomer 3 prithee bear 
Some Charity to my Wit, do not thr, it 
So unwholeſome Ha, ha, ha. 

Otb. Sc, io; they laugh that win. 

Jago. Why, the cry goes, that you ſnall marry her. 

C. Prithce ſay true. 

Lago. I am a very Villain elſe. 

Otb. Have you ſcoar'd me? well, 

Caf. This is the Monkey's own giving out: 

She is perſuaded I will marry her, [miſe. 
Out of her own Love and Flattery, not out of my pro- 

Oh. Tags beckons me: Now he begins the Story. 

Ca/. She was here even now ; ſhe haunts me in every 
place, I was the other Pay talking on the Sea Bank with 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls 
me thus about my Neck 

Och. 
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Oih. Crying, oh dear Ce, as it were: His Geſture 

LNPpO ts it, 
Ce, So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me, 

So ſhakes and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 
Ot. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to mv Cham 
h, I ſee that Nole of yours, but not that Dog 1 aal 

throw it to. 

Caſ, Well, I muft leave her Company. 

Ingo. Before me; look where ſhe comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Caf. Tis ſuch en Fircchew ! marry, a pertumd 
one: What do you mean by this haunting of me? 

Bian. Let the Devita 4 h Dam haunt you ; whar did 
you mean by that ume Hand izerchicf you gave me even 
now, JI was a fine Fool to take it: I mult take out the 
work ? A likely piece of work, that you ihov!d find it in 
your Ch: amber, and know not who leit it there. I his is 
ſome minx's Token, and I muſt take out the Work ? here, 
give it your Hobby-Horſe; Whereſoever you had it, il 
take out no work on't. 

Caſ. How now, my ſweet Bianca? 

How now ? How now ? 

Oth. By Heav'n, that ſhould be my Handkerchief, 

Lian. If you'll come to Supper to Night, you may; if 
you will not, come ulien you are next prepared lor. 


[E xit. 


Iago. After her, after her. 

Caſ. I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the Streets elſe. 

Ingo. Will you ſup there ? 

Caf Yes, I intend ſo. 

Iago. Vell, 1 may chance to fee yon; for I would very 
fain tpeak with you. 

Cal. Prithee come, will you? 

Lace Go to ? ſay no more. [Exit Caſ. 

Oth. How ſhall I murder him, Jago? 

Iago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his Vice ? 

Oh. Oh, Tas! 

logo. And did you ſee the Handkercaict ? 


Oh. Was that mane, 
[ago 
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Iago. Yours, by this Hand: And to ſce how he prizes 
the fooliſh weman your Wife— She gave it him, and 
he hath given it his Whore, 

Oh, J would have him nine Years a killing: 

A fine Woman ! a fair Woman ! a ſweet Woman, — 

Ingo. Nay, you mult {orget that. 

Oh. Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd to Night, 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my Heart is turn'd to Store : 
I firike it, and it hurts iny Hand. Oh, the World hath 
not a ſweeter Creature— She might lie by an Emperor's 
Side, * command him Jasks. 

1:20, Nay, that's not your way. 

Orb. Elar 2 her, I do but ſay what ſhe is ſo deli- 
cate with her Needle — an admirable Muſician. Oh, 
ſhe Wil! ing the Sava geneſs out of a Bear: Of ſo high 

a plentecus Wit and Invention 

Lago. She's the worſe for all this. 

Oh. Oh, a thouſand, a thouand times: 

And then of ſo gentle a Condition. 

Iago. Ay, too gentle. 

Ot. Nay, that's certain. 

But yet the pity of it, Jago — Oh, Jago, the pity of it, 
1090 —— 

Ingo. If you are fo fond over her Iniquity, give her 
Patent to offend ; For if it touch not you, it comes near 
no Body, 

Q-. I will chop her into Meſſes: Cuckold me 

Lee. Oh, 'tis foul in her. 

Ot, With mine Officer. 

Jaco, That's fouler. 

Och. Get me ſome Poiſon, Ingo, this Night, I'll not 
expoſtulate with hcr, leit her Body and her Beauty un- 
provide my Mind again: This Night, Jago. 

Iago. Do it not with Poiſcn, ſtrangle her in her Bed. 
Even the Bed the hath contaminated. 

Ob. Good, yore? 

The Juſtice of it pleaſes ; very good. 

Iago. And for Cæſio, let me be his Undertaker: 

You ſhajl hear more by Midnight. 


Enter 
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Futte, Lodovico, Deſdemona, and Attendants. 
Or. Excellent goud - what Trumpet is that fame ? 
7:50, I warrant ſomething rom Venice. 
'Tis Lodb: ico, this comes from the Duke. 
See your Viif-'s with him. 
Rad. Save you, worthy General. 
Oth. With ail my Heart, Sir. 
Lad. The Duke, and the Senators of Vice greet vou. 
[(iwes him a Letter, 
O. ] kifs the Inſtrument of their Pleaſures. 
D-j. And what's the News, good Couſin Ledowics F 
is . I am very glad to ſce you, Signior. 
We! come to Cyprus. 
Lad. J thank you; how does Lieutenant Caſſis? 
laus. Lives, Sir. 
De/. Couſin, there's fal'n between him and my Lord 
An unkind Preach : But you ſhall make all well. 
Oh. Are you ture of that? 
De/. Ny Lord. 
Oth.. This fail vou not to do, as you will 
Lod. He did not call, he's buſy in the Paper 
Is there Diviſion twixt my Lord and Caffo ? 


; %, A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
T'atone them, for the Love I bear to Ca. 
r OH. Fire and Brimitone ! 
r De/. Ty Lord. 
Orth. Are you wile ? 
De/. What, is he angry? 
Lod. May be the Letter mov'd him. 
For as I think they do command him home, 
Deputing Ce in his Government, 
Jt De/. Trafl me, I am glad on't. 
1 Ot h. Indeed! 
Dej. Nv Lord! 
d. Orth. I am glad to fee you mad, 


Del. Why. tweet Othelli? 
O.. Devil! 
Dee have not deſerv'd this. 
Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ'd in Fenice, 
Though 1 ſhould fear I ſaw't. *Tis very much, 
Make 


er 
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Niake her amends, ſhe weeps. 
Oth. Oh Devil, Devil! 

Tf that the Earth could teem with Woman's Tears, 

Each Drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile : 

Out of my Sight 
De}. I will not ſtay to offend you. [ Going. 
Lod. Truly, an obedient Lady : 

do befeech your Lordſhip call her back. 

O=⁵. Xliſtreſs. 

Dey. My Lord. 

Os. What would you with ker, Sir? 

Led. Who I, my Lord ? 

Oh. Ay; vou did wiſh that I would make ker turn: 

Sir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep. 

And ſhe's Gbedient: As you fay Obedient. 

Very Obedient proceed you in your Tears — 

Concerning this, Sir — oh well painted paſſion 


Jam -e home — get you awav, 
1'!] ſend for you anon —— gin, 1 obey the Xlandate, 
And will return to Fenice—- Hence, avant ! [Ex. Dei 


C ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to Night 
J do entreat, that we may ſup together 
You are welcome, Sir, to C -—— 
Goats and Monkees ! (EX, 
Lod. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full Senate 
Call all-in-all ſufficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paſſ\on could not ſhake ? Whoſe ſolid Virtue 
'The Shot of Accident, nor Dart of Change 
Could neither gr: Ze, nor pterce ? 
Jago. He is much chang'd. 
Lad. Are his Wits ſafe ? Is he not of 1: ight Brain? 
lago. He's that he is; 1 may not breathe my Cenſure. 
What he might be, if what he might he is not, 
I wou!d to Heay'n he were. 
Led. What, ſtrike his Wife! 
Tags. Faith that was not ſo well! yet would I knew 
That ſtroke would prove the worſt. 
Lod. Is it his uſe ? t 
Or did the Letters work upon his Mood. 
And 
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And new create his Fault? 
Iago. Alas, alas! 

Tt is not honeſty in me to ſpeak 

What [ have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve him, 

And his own Courſes will denote him fo, 

That i may fave my Speech; do but go after, 

And mark how he continues. 
Lod. I am ſorry that Lam deceived in him, [Exe 


SCENE III. An Atartment. 


Euter Othello aud Emilia, 
Och. You nave ſeen nothing then ? 
m.! Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpect. 
7 Ves, you have fcen Cache and her together. 
»il. Bat then I aw no harm; and then I heard 
Each Sy llable that Breath made up between them, 
Orb. What! Did they never wiſper! 
Emil. Never, my Lord. 
Orth. Nor ſend you out o'th' way |! 
A mil. Never [thing 
O:. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask, nor no- 
mil. Never, my Lord. 
O24. That's range ! 
mil. 1 eviit, my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Jay down my Soul at Stake ; if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it d oth abuſe vour Boſom. 
If any Wretch hath put this in your Head, 
Let Heav'n recuite it with the Serpent s Curſe, 
For if the be not honeſt, cralle and true 
There's no Man happy, the purcit of their Wives, 
Is foul as Slander. 
Orth. Bid her come hither, go, [Exit AÆmilia. 
She ſays enough; vet ſhe's a hm ple Baud 
That cannot ſay a much. This is a ſabt!c Whore, 
A Cloſet- lock and Key of villanious Secrets; 
And yet ſhe'i] kneel, and pray; I have ſeen her dot. 
Euler De nn and Emilia. 
Def. My Lord, what is your Will? 
Ob. Pray you, Chuck, come hither. 


D:y. 


OTHELLo, the 


72 
De. What is your Pleaſure ? 
Oh. Let me ſee your Eyes ; look in my Face. 
De/. What horrible Fancy's this ? 


Oth. Some of your Function, Miftrefs, | 
T.eave Procreants alone, and ſhut the Door | 
Cough or cry hem, if any body come. | 
Your Myitery, your myſtery ; nay, diſpatch. [Cui Emil, Th 

De/. Upon my Knee, what doth your Speech import: 15 
I underſtand a Fury in your Words. ay 

Oth, Why? what art thou? * 

De/. Your Wife, my Lord; your true and loyal Wife. 5 7 

Orth. Come {wear it; damn thy ſelf, being like one 7 
Of Heav'n, the Devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſcize thee, I 
Therefore be double damn'd ; ſwear thou art honelt. 0 05 

Dey. Heav'n doth truly know it, ö 8 

Oth. Heav'n truly knows, Say 
That thou art falſe as Hell. Try 

De/. To whom, my Lord 17 
With whom ? How am I falſe ? nh 

Ozh. Ah, Dejdemona, away, away, away ** 

Deſ. Alas the heavy day ! Why do you weep ? hu 
Am I the motive of theſe Tears, my Lord ? And! 
If happily you my Father do ſuſpect, De 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, ON 
Lay not your Blame on me, if you have loſt him, Oe, 
Why] have loſt him too. Ii to 

Ci, Hod it pleasd Heav'n, From 
To try me with Affliction, had he rain'd - ng 
All kind of Sore:, and Shames on my bare Head, Ot 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the very Lips, ey. 
Given to Captivity me and my utmoſt Hopes; . 
I ſhould have iound in ſome place of my Soul De/. 
A drop of Patience. But alas, to make me Orb. 
A fixed Figure for the Hand of Scorn took 
Jo point his flow and moving Finger at — nat n 
Yet could I hear that too, weil, very well: 

But there where I have carner*:: vp my Reart, nat h. 
Where either I muſt live, or i:car no Lite, d ke 
The Fountain from the which my Current runs, de ha 
Or cle dries up, to be diicarced theuce; pray 3 


O. 
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Or keep it as a Ciltern, for foul Toads 
To knot and gender in. Turn thy Complexion there, 
Patience, thou young and roſe-lipp'd Cherubin, 
I here look grim as Hell. 
De. I hope my noble Lord eſteems me Hornet. 
Oth. O ay, as Summer-Flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou Weed ! 
Who art ſo lovely fair, and ſmell'ſt ſo ſweet; 
That the Senſe akes at thee; 
Would thou'dit never been born! 
De/. Alas, w hat ignorant Sin have 1 committed ? 
Ot, Was this fair Paper, this molt goodly Book, 
Made to write Whore upon? What committed, 
Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 
! Mould make very Forges of my Cheelss, 
hat would to Cynders burn up Modeſty, 
Did I but ſpeak thy Deeds. What, committed? 
leavin ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon winks ; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 
I; huſh'd within the kollow Mine of Earth, 
And will not hear't. What, committed? 
De/. By Heav'n, you do me Wrong. 
Ot. Are not you a Strumpet ? 
Deſ. No, as il am a Chriſtian. 
If to preſerve this Veſiel for my Lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch 
Le not to be a St ron, Lam none. 
Oth, What, not a Where? 
De/. No, as 1 fall be ſav'd. 
Dh. Is't poſible ? 
Def. Oh, Hcav'n forgive vs. 
Orth. I cry you Mercy, then. 
took you for that cunning Whore of Fez. 
That married with Orlello. You, Xliſtreſs, 
Enter f.milia. 
nat have the Office oppoiite to Saint Peter, 
d keep the Gate of Heil. You, you! Ay you! 
be have done our Courie, there's Mony for your Pains ; 
pray you, turn the Ke 5 and keep your Counſel. [East. 
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Acimil. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive ? 


Iow do you, Madam ! How do you, my good Lady * 75 
Deſ. Faith, half aſleep. D 
A*mil. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lot. 2 F 72 
De/. With whom? . 
Ami. Why, with my Lord, Madam ? Wa 
D-/. Who is thy Lord ? M: | 
mil He that is yours, ſweet Lady. = 
De,. J have none, do not talk to me, Æilia, D: 

J cannot weep ; nor Anſwer have I none, 5 
But what ſhould go by Water. Pr'ythee to Night, h 
Lay on my Bed my wedding Sheets, remember ; * 
And call thy Huſband hither, phat 
mil. Here's a change indeed. [Zvi 
De /. Tis meet I ſhould be us d ft ſo, very meet: ne! 
How have I been behav'd, that he might ſtick 2 
The ſmall'ſt Opinion on my Jeaft miſuſe ? ) He. 
Enter Iago and Mmilia. Nd 
lags. What is your Pleaſure, Madam ? 9 lat 
How is't with you ! ven 
Def. J cannot teil; thoſe that do teach your Babes, 7 76H 
30 it 1 8 Mea ns, and ealy Takks ; ; EF. 
He might have chid me ſo: For in good Faith, bas 
I am a Child to ch ding. 4 m 
lago. What's the Matter, Lady? = 
Emil. Alas, Jago, my Lord hath ſo hewhor'd her, D-/ 
Thrown ſuch deſpight and heavy Ternis upon her, That ! 
That true Hearts cannot bear it. bod 1 
2. Am 1 that Name, _ ? boca 
0. What Name, fair Lady! der 
2 Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord did fay I was. 3 
mer 
mil. He call'd her Whore; a Beggar, in his Drink, that 


Could not have laid fach Terms upon his Callet. 
Jago. Why did he fo? 
De. I * not know; I am ſure J am none ſuch. 
Iago. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas the Day ! 
Amil. Hath ſhe foricok ſo many noble Matches? 
Her Father? And her Country ? And her Friends ? 
To be call'd Whore? would it not make one weep ? 
Def. It is my wretched Fortune. 


Moor of VENIC r. 75 


Iago. Beſhrew him for't; how comes this trick upon 
him ? 
De/. Nay, Heav'n doth know. 
Emil. I will be hang'd if ſome eternal Villain, 
Come buſy and inſinuating Rogue, 
dome cogging, cozening Slave, to get ſome Office 
las not devis'd this Slander : I'll be hang'd elfe. 
Iago. Fy, there is no ſuch Man; it is impoſſible. 
De. If any ſuch there be, Hcayv'n pardon him. 
Emil. A Halter pardon him, and Hell gnaw his Bones 
Why ſhould he call her whore? Who keeps her Com- 
pany ? 
Phat Place? what time? what Form? what Likely- 
ed hood ? 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous EK nave, 
me baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 
) Heav'n, that ſuch Companions thoud'ſt unfold, 
ad put in er ery honeſt Hand a whip, 
o laſh the Raſcal naked through the world, 
ven from the eaſt to th' weft. 
lago. Speak within Door. 
Emil. Oh fy upon them! Some ſuch Squire he was 
at turn'd your wit, the ſeamy fide without, 
Ind mace you to ſuſpect me with the Moor, 
lago. You are a Fool; go to. 
Dey. Alas, Jago. 
Ihat ſhall I do to win my Lord again ? 
cod Friend, go to him; for by this light of Heav' n, 
know not how I loft him. Here I kneel ; 
ger my Will did treſpaſs *gaink his Love, 
ther in Diſcourſe, or Thought, or aQual Deed z 
that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senſe 
lighted them on any other Form; 
that I do not yet, and ever did, 
d ever will, though he do hake me off 
d beggarly Divorcement, love him dearly, 
mfort forſwear me. Unkindneſs may do much, 
d his Unkindne's may defeat my Lite, 
t never taint my Love, I cannot ſay Whore, 
o' abhor me, now ] ſpeak the word, 
* D 2 Tg 
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Lago. 1 pray YC. 185 gonten “ : 15 . umd FA 
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/. If *twere no on. . 1. 
L170. t is but £0. I Warrant 3 
Hark, how theic Inſtruments ente d | ever 
The Meſlenger of Venicc i . 1 
Co in, and weep not; J ſhall bet A” 
1 ( LIG] 4d LL En I, 114, 5 

Enes, | C = 

How now, Node? 3 
Red. I do not find try 
That thou dea!'ft juſtly wit! F to 
Jos "0. What in the Contrary ! I A.C 
Rod. Ev ery day thou dotrii me with ſome d evice, — 
and rather, as it ſeems to me now, kecp'it frem me + 5 
Conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt Advant:* 2 


of Hope. I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor ami.“ 
yet perſwaded to put up in Peace, what already I have, 
1 ag fe 
fooliſhly ſuffer'd. ; 


Iago. Will you hear me, Rodbrigo? an 
Red. I have heard too much; and your words and ge 17 700 
formances are no kin together. x 
Igo. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. os 
Rod. With nought but Truth: I have waſted my cf 


out of my means. The Jewels you have had from me} ©* 


T7 
to deliver De/demona, would half have corrupted a Votarit < 
You have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, and ret EE 
me Expectations and Comforts of ſudden Reſpect, f 
Acquaintance ; but I find none. 51 

L. ge. Well, go to; very Well. K 


Red. Very well, go to; I cannot go to, Man, nor "| 
not very well ; nay, I think it is ſcurvy ; and begin wf. 


find my = f fob'd in it. 12 
Lago. y well. leaf 
Red, 4 de 1 you, tis not very well; I will make my ' &! all - 

known to Deſilemona. If ſhe will return me my Jeve|:, IM; ** 

Will give over my Suit, and repent my unlawfu] Soliciti:.onW. ="! 


If not, aſſure your ſelt, I will ſcek Satisſaction of ow” * 
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Rod, Ay, and ſaid nothing but what, 1 Proteſt, intens: 
ment of doing. 
Iugo. Why, now I ſez there's Nettle in thee; and even 
from this Initant do I bu: id on thee a better Opinion th: 
ever before; give! ne th 5 Han d, Kedorigo, thou halt taken 
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re 5 2 me accident. W 1 none can be yet determi- 
ae, as the removing "of C4 1g. 
Ly ie. 1 2 : kim ? 
"8 od. How do you mean removing Eim 
Yay, by making him uncapable of Ozhel{/s pla 


S443 © 4 5 ' 1 : 
M0 £4. And that you world have me to do. 
i+ n 7 


5 Legs. Ay, if yon dare do yourſelf a proſit, and a right. 
* * « 1 . N 
e 2 ſups to night with a Harlot; 50 thithe 'r will I go to 


ca im. He know 5 not yet of his 20nou Hle For tare, it Food 
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©: bl watch his gol ing thence (whic 1 vill faſhion to fall 
een e between twelve 2:1d one) you may take bim at 9 
leaſure. I will be near to ſecond your Attempt, and he 
all fall between us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at it, but 
along with me; I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his 
{W<ti, that you ſhall think your ſelf bound to put it on 
m. It is now high ſupper time; and the Night grows 
waite. Aboat it. 
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doth fo approve him, 


ks, his Frown: 
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4 2118 14 born neſs, any 
(Pr iythee unpin me) have grace and favour in them, 
Anil. I have laid thoſe Sheets you bad me on the Le 


De/. Ali's one; goud Father! how fooliti are 
Minds ? 

Tf I do die before thee, pr'ythee ſhroud me 

In one of theſe ſame Sheets. 

FE mil. Come, come, you talk. 

Def. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 
She was in love; and he ſhe lov'd provid mad, 
And did forſake her. She had a gong of Willow, 
An old thing t'was, but it exprets'd her Fortune, 
And ſhe dy c ſinging it. That Song to Night 
Will not from my Mind; I have much to do, 


But to go Fang my Head all at one fide 


And ſing it like poor Barbara; pr'ythee diſpatch. 
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3 : , © Kc ; T fe. * * A +4 6% Tia 4 5 - N 
Amie. Shai 1 go feich Your Night-gown 4 


De. No. unpin me here 


Emil. A very handiom 

Def. He {peaks well. 

Emil. T know a Lady in Venice would have waik'd 
barefoot to PulrPine for a touch of 1 ether Lip. 
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AE xi. N ws 8 the Wind. 
Def. I callid my Lowe fulſe Love 3 but what faid he then ? 
Ling TH, - , &c. 
I court more Nomen youll tomch culih more Men 
o get thee gone, good Night, mine Eyes do itch, 
oth that bode M. ceping ? 
Emil. Tis neither here nor there. 
Def. J have heard it ſaid ſo; O thele Men, t hee Men 
oft thou in Conſcience think, t tell me AÆilia, 
Tnat there be Women do abuſe their i an 
n ſuch groſs kind ? 
Rail There be ſome ſuch, no Queſtion. 
De Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the World ? 
Ry Why, would not you ? 
De/. No, by this Heav'nly Light, 
Amil. Nor I neither, by this Heav' nly Ligat 
moe dot as well i'th' dark. 
De. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the World? 
Emil The World's a huge thing; 
a great price, for a mall Vice. 


D 4 & 
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De/. In troth I think thou would'ſt not. 
Emil, In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't when 
had done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing 


a joint Ring, nor for Meaſures of Lawn, nor 2 Gone. 


pet. coats, nor Caps; nor any petty Exhibiti zut! 


al the whole W orld ; why, who would not make Je 
Huſband a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch? I ftv. 


venture Purgatory for't. 
De/. Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the who'e World. 


Emil. Why „the wrong is but a wrong th? world; a! 
"tis A Wrong in You 


having the 8 for your Labour, 

oven w. Forid. and you might quickly make it right. 
Oe / 1 do not think there is any ſuch woman. 
Emil. Ves, a dozen; and as many to th'vantage, 

As w ould ſtore the world they plaid for. 

But I do think it is their Huſband's Faults 

If Wives do fall: Say, they ſlack their Duties, 

And pour out Treaſures into foreign Laps; 

Or elſe break out in peeviſh Jealouſies, 

Throwing reſtraint on us; or ſay they ſtrike ue, 

Or ſcant our former having in deipight ; 


Why we have Galls ; and though we have ſome Grace 


Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let Huſbands know, 


Their wives have Senſe like them; they ſee and ſmell, 


Ard bave their Palates both for ſweet and ſower, 
As Huſbands have, What is it that they do 
hen they change us for others? Is it ſport ? 

J think it is; and doth Affection breed it? 

} think it doth: Is't fraälty that thus errs ? 

It is ſo too. And have not we Affections? 
Deſires for iport ? and Frailty as Men have? 
Then let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 
ine lis we do, their IIIs inſtruct us to. 


"© 


* 


Deſc od Nip ght; good N light; Heav'n me ſuch uſes ſend, 
K 


Not to pick bad frem bad; but by bad mend, [| Exeurt. 


A.C 7% 


found 
717 


ſend, 
cut. 


8 


? 10 ! 9 * 15 15 2 
Vis but a Xlan gone. 


Every way makes my Gain. 


Moor of VENICE. 81 


ATT V. SCENE: I. 
8 NE, the Street. 


Enter Iago and Rodorigo. 


6. J E RE, ſtand behind this Bulk, Straight will 
he come: 
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing; I'll be at thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it mars us, think on that, 
And tix molt firm thy Reſolution. 
Hod. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
Ins. ere, at thy Hand; behold, and take thy fland, 
Bod. I liave no great Devotion to the Deed, 
And yet he bath given me ſatisfying Reaſons ; 
Forth my Sword ; he dies. 
Taco. I have rubb'd this young Knot almoſt to the Senſe, 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Ca//o, 
Or Ca /i him, or each do kill the other, | 
Live KRedarigo 3 
He calls me to a Reſtitution large 
Of Gold, and Jewels, that I bob'd from him, 
As Gifts to De/demena. 
it muſt not be. If C do remain, 
He hath a daily Beauty in his Lite, 
That makes me ugly; and beides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there Rand i in much Peril; 
No, be muſt die. But ſo, I hear him coming. [Exi? Tago; 


111 . 
4. NH [4 / ( : 14 . 


144 


Rod. I know his Gate; 'tis he; Villain thou diet. 
He runs at Caito, and wands Lim, 
Caf. That thruſt kad been mine Enemy indeed, 
But that my Coat is better than thou know'lt ; 
[ will make proof ot thine. 
Nod. Oh, I am lain. 
Ca/. I am maim'd for ever; 
Help ho! Murther, Murther! 


. Exter 
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Enter Othello above at a Window, 
Oz). The Voice of Caffo, Iago keeps his Word, A 
Red. Oh, Villain that I am! 
O:5. It is even ſo. 
Ca/. Oh help; ho! Light! AC zurgeon —— 
Ob. Tis he ! O brave Jago, honeit and uit, 
That haſt ſuch noble Senſe of thy Friend's wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me, Minton, vour Dear lies dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate hyes. Strumpet, I come: 
For off my Heart, thofe Charms, thine Eyes, are blotted, 
Thy Bed Luſt- lain? d, ſhall with Luſt's Blood be ſpotted. Is 
[Exit Othello * 
Fnter Lodovico v. Gratiano. 
Caf. What he! No Watch? No Paſſage? Narder, 
Murder! i 
Gra. Tis ſome Miſchance, the Voice is very dire 
Ca. Oh help! 
Lad. Hark 
os Oh wretched Villain 
Two or three groans. *Tis heavy Night, 
Thel may be Counterfeits, Let's think't unſafe NB 
To come into the Cry, without more help. 
Rod. No bod, come: Then ſhall ] bleed to deach. 
Enter lago, zu his Shirt. 
Led. Hark. 


Gra. Here's one comes in his Shirt with Light on A 
ha ine 

Iago. Who's ther e ? * 
W. koe Noi is this that cries out Murder ? 

Led. We do not Know. N 

Ic. Do not you hear a Cry ? j 

Caf. Fiere, | here: For IIcav'n ſ. ke help me ; 

Jago. Whats the matter? * 

Gro. 1 his! is Othelliis Ancient, as [ take it. 

Lod 3 be i: nie indeed, «> 1 Val ljant Fellow. 

. What are you he: e, tha FRY {c grievouſly ? ? 

5 77 lage? Oh I am {pou J. undone by Villains? i 
Give me {ome Ilelp. I. 

lage. Oe. Lecter nt! A 
V1 Lat VI alia 245 Dave a done this 7 A 


Moor of VENICE. 


Ca/. I think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
Jago. Oh treacherous Villains ! 
What are you there? come in, and give {ome help. 
Red. O help me there. 
Caf. That's one of them. 
lago. Oh murd'rous Slave ! O Villain! [Iago labs him 
Rod. O damn'd Ingo O inhuman Dog! 
Iago. Kill Men thy dark ? Where be theſe bloody 
Thieves! 
How litent is this Town? Ho, Murder! Murder ! 
What may you be? Are you of Good or Evil ? 
L:d. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
{ng9, Signior A: 
. od. He, Sir. 
Lage. I cry you mercy ! here's Caf hurt by Villains, 
Ca. Casto? 
* How 15't Brother ? 
Ca/. My Leg is cut in two 
lu. Marry Heav'n ſorbid! 
läght Gentlemen, III bind it with my Shirt, 
Ente, Bianca. 
Bian. What is the matter hoa ? Who 1s't that cry'd ? 
Lago. Who 1 is't * ter <Q 5 
Pian. Oh my dear Caf 2, 

My fweet Cao : Oh — %, Caſſis, Ce 
lago. O notable Stro 
Who they ſhould be, that 

Ca/. No. 

Gra. J am ſorry to find you thus: 
i have been to ſeek you. 

lago. Lend mea Garter. So———— Oh for a Chair 
To bear him eaſily hence. 

Pian. Alas he faints. Oh Alis, Ca//zo, Callio ! 

#90, Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this Traih 
To bea Party in this Injury. 
Patience a while, good Caſio, come, come: 
Lend me Light: Know we this Face, or no? 
Alas, JA Frien = we hal dear Countryman 

odor g, No: Yes | Vea, tis Rodori2o, 


an. 
* my 
* Cie, may you ſuſped 
- 1 92 „ er 4 1 , 2 
12Ve thus mangled "Ou 7 
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Gra. What, of Fenice? 

ago. Even he, Sir: did you know him? 

Gra. Know him? Ah! 

Jago. Signior Gratians? I cry your gentle Pardon 


Thele bloody Accidents muſt excuſe my Manners, 
That ſo neglected you. 


Gra. I am glad to ſee you. 


— 


Ingo. How do you, Caſſis? Oh a Chair, a Chair. 
Gra. Nodorigo? 
Iago. He, he, 'tis he: Oh that's well ſaid, the Chair. 
Some good Man bear him carefully from hence, 
PI fetch the General's durgeon. For vou, Miſtreſs, 

Save you your Labour. Ry that lies ſlain here, Caſis, 
Was my dear Friend. What Malice was between you ? 
Ca/. None in the World ; nor do I know the Man. 

Ingo. What, look you pale? Oh bear him out o'th' Air. 
Stay you, good Gentlemen. Look you pale, Miſtreſs? 
Do you perceive the Gaſtneſs of her Eye; [7e Bianca, 
Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 

Behold her well, I pray you look upon her. 
Do you ſee, Gentlemen? Nay, Guiltineſs will ſpeak, 
Though Tongues were out of ule. 
Enter Emilia. 
Emil. Alas, what 1s the Matter ; 
What is the Matter, Husband ! 

Lage. Caſſio hath here been ſet on in the Dark 

By Rodor ge, and Fellows that are ſcap'd : 
Ee's almoſt fiain, and Rodorigo quite dead. 

Lil. Alas good Gentleman! Alas, good Caſfãe 

Tazo. This is the fruits of whoring. Prithee Emil, 
Go know of Caſſio where he ſupt to Night, 

What, do you ſhake at that ? 

Bia: 2. Ee ſupt at my Houſe, but I therefore ſhake not. 

{az2. O did he ſo? I charge you go with me. 

£- mil. Oh fy upon thee, Strumpet. 


Tv 


Bian. | am no Strumpet, but of Life as honeſt, 
As you that thus abuie me. 

Emil. As 1? Fy upon thee. 

lago. Kind Gentlemen, let's go ſee poor Caſſio dreſt, 
Come, Milireſs, you matt tell's another Tale. 


Emilia, 
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Emilia run to the Citadel, 

And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap'd : 

Will you go on afore ? this is the Night 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. [ Exenn, 


SCENE. II. A Bed-chamber: Deidemona 7s die- 
ed aſieep in her Bed. 


Enter Othello. 


O:h. It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe, my Soul; 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, 
It is the Cauſe. Yet Fl not ſhed her Blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, 
And ſmooth as Monumental Alablaſter : 
Yet the mult die, elſe ſhe'Il betray more Min: 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light; 
It I quench thee, thou flaming Manilter, 
I can again thy former Light reſtore, 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunning'ſt Pattern of excelling Nature, 
J know not where is that Promethean Heat, 
That can thy Light re-lumine. 
V/hen I have pluck'd thy Roe, 
J cannot give it vital Growth again. 
t needs muſt wither, III ſmellthee onthe Free; [ Mig hey 
O balmy Breath, that doſt almoſt perſwade 
Juſtice to break her Sword. One more, one more; 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
Ard love thee after. One more, and that's the iaſt, 
So ſweet, was ne'er fo fatal, I muſt weep, 
Bat they are cruel Tears: This Sorrow's heav'nly; 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 

Deſ. Who's there? Othello. 

Oth. Ay, Deſlemona. 

D-/. Will you come to Bed, my Lord ? 

Otb. Have you pray'd to Night, De/aemona ? 

Def. Av. my Lord. 

Orb. If you bethink your ſelf of any Crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to Heav'n, and Grace, 


Swlicit 
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Solicit for it ſtraight. 
De/. Alack, my Lord, 
What may you mean by that ? 
Oth. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by, 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 
No, Heav'ns fore-iend, I would not Kill thy Soul, 
De/. Talk you of killing? 
Oth. Ay, I do. 
D/ Then Heav'n have Rlercy on me. 
Of. Amen, with all my Heart. 
Del. If you ſay ſo, I hope you will not kill me. 
Orb. Hum. 
Deſ. And yet I fear you: For you're fatal then, 
When your E yes rowl io. 
Why I ſhould fear I know not, 
Since Guiltineſs I know not: Bat yet I feel I fear. 
Och. Think on thy Sins. 
De. They are Loves I bear to you. 
O:5. Ay, and for that thou dy'it. 
De/. That Death's unnatural, that kills for Loving. 
Alas, v hy 2 naw you! o your PN etner-!ip 3 ? 
Some bloody P: on f ſnakes your very Frame; 
Theſe are Pertents: 5e pr J hope, 1 hope, 
They do not point on me, 
OS. Peace, and be ſtill. 
Def. I will fo: What's the matter ? 
Orth. That Handkerchief 
Which I ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Cao. 
Def. No by my Lite and Soul: Send for the "Man, 
And ask him. 
Oth. Sweet Soul, t 1 heed, take heed of Perjury, 
Thou art on thy Death-bed. 
Deſ. Ay, but nct yet to die. 
Orb. Preſently. 
Therefore confeis thee ſreel7 of thy Sin- 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remove, nor ch 10ak t: c itron! Conception 
That 1 _ gran wWithal. Thou art to die. 
Def. © Heav'n bave Mercy on me, 
Ot, F ſay, Amen. 


Det: 
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Deſ. And have you Mercy too; I never did 
Oftend you in my Life; never lov'd Ca/7, 
But with ſuch general warrantry of Heav'n, 


As I might love. [| never gave him Token. 


Oh. By Heav'n I faw my Handkerchief in's Hand, 
O perjur d Woman! tho! : doſt ſtone my Heart, 
And makeſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A Murder, which I tho: ht a Sacrifice. 
I ſaw the Handkerchief. 
Dz/. He found it then; 
J never gave it him; ſend for him kite”, 
Let him confeſs a Tru uth. 
Oz5. He hath conſeſt. 
De/. What, my Lord: 
Oh. That he hath —us' qd theo, 
De/. How? unlawfally ? 
Oh. Ay. 
De. He will not ſay fo. 
Och. No, his Mouth is foppd : 
Honeſt [279 bath ta'en Order for't. 
D-/. Oh, my Fear interprets. 3 io he dead 
O.. Had all his Hairs been Lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. by 
De. Alas, he is betray'd, ar na J ungone. 
O25. Oat Strumpet ! weep"!t thou for kim to my Face; 


7) 


DJ. O baniſh me, my Lord, but Ws me nct. 
Oh. Down, Strumpet. 

De/. Kill me to Morrow, let me live to Night: 
Orb. Nay, if you rive. 

Def. But half an Hour 

Ot. Being done, there is no | 


De/. But while I fay one Prayer ——— 
5 5 J 1 of : * . * 4 
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Emil. My Lord, my Lord! What hoa ! 
My Lord, My Lord ! 
Oth. What Noiſe is this? not dead 


not yet quite dead ? 
J that am cruel, am yet mercitu!, : 
I would not have thee ! linger in Pain 


So, ſo. 5 
SA mY, 
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ZE mil. Within) What hoa ! my Lord, wy Lord 
Orth. Who's there? 
A mil. Oh, my good Lord, I would ſpeak. a word 
with y Ou. 

Ob. Ves, tis milla by and by—ſhe's dead. 
"Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak. of Ca/io's Death; 
The Noiſe was high. Ha, no more moving ? 

Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in? wer't good! ? 
I think ſhe ſtirs again —— No —-- what's beſt to do? 
If the come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my Wife; 
My Wiſe ! my is ife ! what Wife? I have no Wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! Oh heavy Hour; 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge ÞFc!ipſe 
Of Sun and Moon, and that th' afrig! ited Globe 
Should yawn at Alteration- 
Emil. JI do beſeech you 
That I may ſpeak with you. Oh, good my Lord 
O24. I had forgot thee; Oh come in, J/Zmilic, 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw. 
Where art thou? what's the matter with thc: now 

Enter Amilia. 
Emil. Oh, my good Lord,) yonaer's foul Murther 
done. 

Oh. What? now? 
Emil. But now, my Lord. 
Oh. It is the very Error of the Moon; 
She comes more near the Earth than the was wont. 
And makes Men mad, 
Emil. Caſſio, my Lord, hath kill'd 
A \ oung Venetian, call'd Rodrig 29. 
Ob. Reodorti ig Kkill'd; N Ca/io kill d ? 
Emil. No, Caſſio is not ki! 'd. 
Och. Not Cagio kili'd : Then Murther's ovt of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh. 
Def. O falſly, falſly murder'd. 
Emil. Alas! what cry is that: 
O74. That? what ? 
A mil. Out, and alas, that was my Lady's Voice. 
Help! help! hoa! help! Oh Lady, ſpeak again, 
Sweet De/denna, oh ſweet Miſtreſs, ſpeak. 


De/ 
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D:/. A guiltleſs Death I dic. 
#2 2:1, Oh] who hath done this Deed 
Def. No body, I my ſelf, farewel; 
Commend me to my kind Lord; oh farewel. Dies“ 
O5. Whyv, how ſhould ſhe be murder'd ? 
mil. Alas! who knows ? 
Ot. You heard her ſay her ſelf, it was not I, 
She ſaid ſo, J muſt needs report the Truth. 
3 


Dh. She's like a Liar gone to burning Hell, 
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On, the more Angel ſhe, and you the blacker 
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O. She turn'd to Folly, and ſhe was a Whore. 
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Emil.” Thou art rah as; Bir [5 
That ihe was -1alie;-- Oh, " pa was heav'nly true. 

Ot. Cato did top her; ask thy r Tadh and elſe. 
O, I were dau bencath all depth in Hell, 

ut that I did proceed upon juſt Grounds 
To this Extrem; 3 hy Hasband 1 new it all. 

2 mil. My H:; -band 

O-. © * Husb and. 

ZE mil. That ſhe was falſe to Wedlock ? 

Oh. Ay, with Co//rs : Had ſhe been truce, 
If heav'n would make me ſuch another World, 
Of one entire and perfect Chrylolite, 
I'd not have ſold her for it. 

A; mil. Ny Husband ? 

Oh. Ay, 'twas he that told me firſt ; 
An honeſt Nan he is, and hates the Slime 
That ſticks on filthy Dec 

Aimil. My Hus band; 

O-. What needs this Iteration, Woman? 
I fay thy Husband. 

nil. Oh Miſtreſs! Vilany has made mocks with 

Lore. 
My Husband ſay ſhe was falſe? 

Orb. He, Woman ; 


I ſay thy Husband ; do'ſt underſtand the Word? 
My 


* 
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Ay Friend, thy Husband, honeſt, honeſt Igo 
Emil. If he ſays ſo, may his 5 pernicious Seu 
Rot half a grain a Day; he lies to th” ne rt 


» 9 


She was as fond of her molt filthy Bargain. 
O /. n! 
Anil. Do thy wor 
| This Deed of thine is no more worthy IIcavn, 
1 han thou waſt worthy her. 


O. 5 Peace, ou ere beſt. 


X 11:l. Thou not half that Power to do inc hatin 
AT have © be hue Oh, oh 185 it! 
A . 101 9 


— 2 of NHnorand 13 irt 5 thou Haſt done * Deed - 
care not for thy OT III mak 


de thee known, 
Thengh I loſt twenty Lives--Help ! Help! keip ! help! 
Ihe Moor kath Kill d my Aliitreſs. Murd f 


_ 
er, 


\ 


Maurde 
Entry —_ Nano, Gratiano, ard lago. 
What is the ma ater? How now, Gconaral ? 
"in i1 Oh, are y you come, {7252 Yeu have done we, 
That ler mult lay their Murders on Y OUT : Neck, 
G72, What is the matter ? 


Ami. Di i prove this Ville in, if thou be'ſt a Man, 
BY ſays thou tolòſt him that his Wife was fall : 
I know thou didſt not, thou art not ſuch a Villain. 
| Spealt, for my Heart is full. 
logo, I told him what I thought - and told no more 
Than what he ſound himſelf was apt and true 


Emil. Bat did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe 
Lago. 1 ci]. 


Amid. You told a Lye; an odious damn'd Lye : 
Upon my Soul Lye ; a wicked Lye, 
She faite with Cage? did you fay with Caſſio? 


| logo, With Calis, iſtreſe; go to, charm your Tongue. 
Emil I w il] 


not charm my Tongue; I am bound to 
ſpeal, 


Ibu, Miſtreſs here lies murder'd in her Bed, 
All. Oh Heav'ns forefend |! 


Anil. And your Reports have ſet the Murder on. 


Oh. Nay, Fare not, Nlaſtere, it is true indeed. 


Gra. Tis a ſtrange Trauth. 
Nan. Oh monſtrous AR, 


2 


1 


H 
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Emil, 
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t =O Villain 
or Grief, 


think por n't—lI think — I ſme! 
thought io then; PI kill my ſelf f. 
O Villa iy, Villany! 
Iags. What, are you mad? I charge you get you 


bs. 
ang eee 


| * * 9 B 0 _ . 5 Ko 
mil, Good Gentlen en, let me have leave to ſpear 
5 1 * A . 1 e 3. * 
lis proper 1 obey him, but not now: 
Percha ne . ES 
erchance, Inge, 1 will nc'er go home. 


O/h. Ohl oh! oh! 
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I ſcarce did know you, noe there lies v vour Niece 
V hoſe e indeed, theſe Hands have newly ſtopt. 
1 know this Act ſhews howible and grim. 

Cra. Poor Dejdemona! I am glad thy 3 dead, 
Thy match was mortal to him; and pure Grief 


Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
This Sight would malte him do a deſperate turn; 
Vea, curie his etter Angel from his Side, 
And fall to Reprobation. 
'Fis pitiful, but yet Les knows, 

That ſhe with Caſio hath the Act of Shame 
A thouſand times committed. Caſſis confeſt it, 
And ſhe did gratity his amorous Works, 
With that Rec ognizance and Pledge of Love 
Which I firft gave her; I faw it in his Hand; 
Tt was an Handkerchic „ an antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 

Emil. Oh Fieavin! O heavinly Powers! 

Iugo. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. "Twill out, 'twill out — I peace! 
No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the Nerth, 
Let Heav'n, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all cry Shame againſt me, yet P11 ſpeak. 

Jago. Be wile, and get you home. 

Emil. J will not. [lago 2 . his Wife, 

Gra. Fy, your Sword upon a Woma 


Emil. 
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L&mil, Oh, thou dull Noor, 
That Handkerch ict thou ipealc” ſt of, 
I found by Fortune, and did give my IIusband; 
For often, With a folemn Farneſtneſs, 
More than indeed belong'd to fuch a Triſle, 
He bege'd ot me to i lea] It. 

Taro. Villanous ob of | 

A mil. Sh e gave it Cao ? Alas, I found it, 
And I did give it my Husband. 

Iago. Filth, thou ieſt. 

mil. By Heav'a I do not; I do not, Gentemen: 
Oh murderous Coxcomb, what ſhould ſuch 2 Fool 
Do with fo good a Wife? 

ago Dre a aa Aud <roiinds bis N, the: 
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LE mil. AY, A n lay me by my NMIiſtreſs“ 1 
Gra. He 8 * ne, but his Wiſe's kill'd. 
Mon. a . ions Vilain; take you his Weapon; 
Which I have recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the Door without, let him not paſs, 
But Kill him rather; VII after that fame Villain, 
For tis a damned Slave. [Exi4, 
Orth. I am not valiant neither; 
But every Puny Whipſter gets my Sword. 
But why ſhould Honour out-liv e Honelly ? 
Let it go all. 
Emil. What did thy Song boad, Lady? 
Hark, canſt thou hear me ? I will play the Swan, 
And tis } in Muſick ; Villa, Willow, Willy -— —— 
Moor, ſhe was chaſte: ſhe lov'd thee, crue! Moor, 
So come my Soul to Bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 
So ſpeaking as I think, alas, I die. [Emilia Dies. 
Oh. I have another Weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks Temper; 
Oh here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth. 
Gra. If thou attempt it, it will colt thee dear; 
Thou haſt no Weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer. 


O-. 
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Och. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Dr. naked as J am, I will affault thee. 

Gra, What is the Matter 3 

0 H. . hold. | nave V1 earon ; 
jultain 
Upon a oldier's Thigh. 1 have ſeen the Day, 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
I have made my way through more lmpediments, 
Than twenty times your top, But, oh vain Boaſt! 
Who can controul his Fate ? * Tis not ſo now. 
Be not afraid, though you do {ee me weapon'd; 
Here is my Journey's end, here is my Butt 
And very Sea-mark of my utmoſt Sail. 
Do you go back diſmay'd ? *Tis a loſt Fear: 
Xian but a Ruſh againſt O-hellb's Breaſt, 
And he retires. Wh ere ſhould Ozello go? 
MNow——how dalt thou look now? Oh ill-ſtarr'd Wench! 
Pale as thy Smock ! When we ſhall meet at Compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heav'n, 
And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl? 
F'en like thy Chaſtity. O curſed, curſed Slave ! 
Whip me, ye Devils, 
From the Poſſeſſion of this heay? nly Sight; 
Blow me about in Winds, and roaſt me in Sulphur, 
Waih me in weep: down gults of liquid Fire 
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Oh De ſar mona Dead De ſde mona] Dead, dead ! Oh, oh 
Enter Lodovico, Caſſio led in wounded. Montano, and 
Jago Priſoner, vit Officers. 
Lad. Where is this raſh, and molt unfortunate Man? 
Ot. That's he that was Othells: Here I am. 
Lod. Where is that Viper? bring the Villain forth. 
Orth. I look down towards his Feet; but that's a Fable. 
If that thou beeſt a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 
[ Othello wounds Iago. 
Load. Wrench his Sword from him. 
Ingo. I bleed, Sir, but not kill'd. 
Oth. I am not ſorry neither; I'd have thee live; 
For in my Scnie, 'tis Happinels to die. 
Lod. O thou, O hell, that waſt once fo good, 
Faln in the practice of a curled Slave, 


What 
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Emil. Oh, thou dull Moor, 
That H andkerch ef thou peak ſt of, 
I found by Fortune, and did give my IIusband; 
For often, With a folemn F arneſineſs, 
More than indced belong'd to ſuch a Triſle, 
He begg'd of me to flea] it. 
Lago. Villanous Whore ! 
Emil. She gave it Cas? Alas, IT found it, 


And I did give it my Husband. 


lago. Filth, th 1 1ieſt, 
mil. 70 'n do not; I do not, Gentlemen: 
Oh murderous Coxcomb, what ſhouki ſuch a Fool 
Do with {© = a Wite ? 
[lago breaks ihrourh and evonnds bis TIT, then rue ont 
' 
Oh. Ate tacre no Sto es in Heavn, 
But what ferve for the Thunder? precious Vilain! 
Ga. Fhe Weman fails; fure le hath Kill'd his Wiſe 
ZEmil. Ay, ay; Oh lay me by my Miſtreſs' ie 
Ora. He's gone, but his Wiſe's kilbd. 


Mon. Tis a notorious Vilain; take you his Weapon; 
Which I have recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the Door without, let him not p ass, 
But Kill him rather; PII after that fame V Maio: 
For 'tis a damned Slave. [ Exi4 
O-. I am not valiant neither; 
But every Puny Whipſter gets my Sword. 
But why ſhou}d Honour out- live Honeſty y ? 
Let it go all. 
Emil. What did thy Song boad, Lady ? 
Hark, canſt thou hear me ? I will play the Swan, 
And dis ; in Muſick ; Wilhw, Willow, Willkw -— —— 
Moor, ſhe was 3 ſhe lov'd thee, cruel Moor, 
So come my Soul to Bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 
So ſpeaking as I think, alas, I die. [/Emilia Dies. 
Oh. I have another Weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks Temper 
Oh here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth. 
Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear; 
Thou haſt no Weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer. 


O-. 
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Och. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or, naked as I am, I will aſſault thee. 
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Upon a Soldier's Thigh. have ſeen the Day, 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sw ord, 

I have made my way through more Impediments, 
Than twenty times your _ But, oh vain Boaſt ! 
Who can controul his Fate? ' Tis not ſo now. 

Be not afraid, though you do fee me weapon'd ; 

Here is my Journey's end, here is my Butt, 

And very Sea-mark of my utmoſt Sail. 

Do you go back difmay'd? *Tis a loſt Fear: 

Ran but a Ruſh againſt O-hellus Breaſt, 

And he retires. Where ſhould Ozhelle „ g0 ? 
Now——how daft thou look now? Oh ill-ſtarr'd Wench?! 
Pale as thy Smock ! When we ſhall meet at Compt, 
This look : of thine will hurl my Soul from Heav'n, 
And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl? 


Fen like the Chaſtity. O curſed, curſed Slave! 
Whip me, ye Devils, 


From the Poſſeſſion of this heav'nly Sight; 
Blow me about in Winds, and roaſt me in Sulphur, 
Waſh me in ſte ep-down gulfs of liquid Fire — 
Oh De ſde mona De ad De demona! Dead, dead! Oh, oh 
Enter Lodovico, Caſſio led in wounded. ! lontano, and 
Jago Priſoner, with Officers. 
Load. Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate Man? 
Ot». That's he that was Orzhe/: Here I am. 
Lod. Where is that Viper ? bring the Villain forth. 
Orth. I look down towards his Feet; but that's a Fable. 
If that thou beeſt a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 
[ Othello wounds Iago. 
Lad. Wrench his Sword from him. 
{ngo. I bleed, Sir, but not ill d. 
Oth. I am not ſorry neither ; I'd have thee live; 
For in my Senſe, 'tis Happineſs to die. 
Lod. O thou, Ozhbel/s, that waſt once fo good, 
Faln in the practice of a curſed Slave, 
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What hall be ſaid to thee ? 

Or», Why any thing; 

An honourable Murder, if you will : 

For nought I did in hate but all in Honour. 

Led. This Wretch hath 5 his Villany; 

Did you and he conſent in Ca/i,'s Death? 

O.. Ay. : 
Ca/. Dear General, I never gave you cauſe, 

O-. I do believe it, and I ask your Pardon: 

Will you, I pray, demand that Demy- Devil, 

Why he hath thus eninar'd my Soul and Body. 

Iago. Demand me nothing, what you know, you Know-: 
From this time forth I never will ſpeak word, 

Lod. What? not to pray! 

Gra. Torments will ope your Lips, 

Ob. Well, thou dolt L;< it, 

Lad. Sir you ſhall underhand what hath befaln, 
Which, as I think, you KNOW not; here is a Letter, 1 
Found in the Pocket of the lain A. dor dge, 

And here another, the one of them imports 

The Death of Caſſio, to be undertook 

By Rodrigo. 

Orth. O Villain! „ 
Ca /. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt E. 

Lod. Now, here's another diſcontented Paper 

Found in his Pocket too; and this it ſeems 

Noadbrigo meant thave ſent this damned Villain ; Tr 
But that belike Iago in the interim 

Came in, and fatisfy'd him. 

| Oh. O thou pernicious Caitiff! 

How come you, Ca, by that Handkerchict 

ET hat was my Wife's ? 

Ca/. I found it in my Chamber; 

And he himſelf confeſt it but even now. 

Er hat here he dropt it for a ſpecial Purpoſe, 

Which wrought to his Deſire. 

O. O Fool, Fool, Fool! 

Ca/. There is beſides, in Rcdori gs Letter, 

How he vpbraids [apo that he made him 

rave me upon the Watch; 3 Wucrcon it came f 
That 
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That I was caſt; and even now he ſpake 

After long ſeeming dead, Jago hurt him, 

Ia let bim on. 

Lid You muſt forſake this Room, and go with us 3 

Your Power and your Command is takten of, 

And Coffio rules in Cyprus. For this Siave, 

It there be any cunning Cruelty, 

That can torment him much. and hold him long, 

It Foy be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt, 

Jill that the Nature of your Fauſt be known 

To the Fenetian State. Come, bring away. 

Oth, Soit you; a word or two before you go. 

J have done the State ſome Service, and they know't; 

No more of that. I pray you in your Lecters, 

When you ſhall theſe unluck * Deeds relate, 

Speak of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate. 

Nor tet down aught in Malice, 

Then muſt you ſpeak, 

Of one that lov'd not wiſely, bot too well; 

or ._ not eaſily Jealous, but being wrought, 

Perplex'd in the Pxtream of one, whoſe Hand, 

Like the baſe Irdian, threw x Pearl away 

Richer than all his Tribe; of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eyes, 

Albeit unuſed to the melting Mood, 

Drop Tears as fait as the Arabian Trees 

Their Medicinal Gum. Set you down this ; 

And ſay beitdes, that in Alippe once, 

Where a Malignant, and a turban'd Turk 

Beata Fer: Sh and traduc'd the Statc, 

took by th' Throat the Circumciſed Dog, 

And ſinote him, thus. (Stabs him/el, 
Lod. Oh bloody Period ! a 
Gra, All that is ſpoke is marr'd. 

O25, I kiſt thee, ere I kill'd thee! No way but this, 

Killing my ſelf, to die upon a Kils. Dies. 
Caf. This did I fear, but thought he had no Weapon; 

For he was great of Heart. E 
Led. Oh Spartan Dog ! 

More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea ! 
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Look on the Tragick Loading of this Bed; 

This is thy work; the object poiſons ſight, 

Let it be hid. Cratiano, keep the Houſe, 

And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 

For they ſucceed to you. To you, Lord Governor, 
Remains the Cenſure of this helliſh Villain : 

The Time, the Place, the Torture, oh inferce it. 

My felf will ſtraight aboard, and to "the State, 

This heavy Act, with heavy Heart, relate. [ Excunt, 
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HEREASR. Tater, and his Accomplices, have 
printed and pu ;bliſhed ſeveral of Shakeſpear's 
Plays, and to fcreen their innumerable Errors, advertiſe, 
(hat they are printed as they are acted; and induftriouſly 
'cport, that the ſaid Plays are printed from Copies 
made uſe of at the Theatres. I therefore declare, in Juſ- 
tice to the Proprietors, whoſe Right is baſely invaded, 
as well as in Defence of my ſelf, that no Perſon ever had 
directly, from me any ſuch Copy or Copies ; neither 
would I be acceſſary, on any Account, to the impoſing on 
the Publick fuch uleleſs, pirated, and maimed Editions, as 


are publiſned by the faid R. Walker. 
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